
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




ijf«^T'teL..» 



I 



She 



.. rM-lSl' \| 



Accessions A^.4//..7cJ / 



The Boston-Library Society. 

Orcantzed 1792. Incorporated 1794. 
114, NEWBURY STREET. 



Added. JU^.5^, 190^ 

To be returned in dve weeks. A fine of one cent 
will be charged for each day this volume is kept beyond 
that time. 



iJANC E LLED 



HARVARD COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



Hospital Sketches 



AND 



CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES. 



BY 

LOUISA M. ALCOTT, 

JOTMOR OP " LITTLB WOMEN,** '* AN OLXVPASHIONKD GIRL," "UTTUt 

MSN,** *' BIGHT COUSINS,** ** ROSB IN BLOOM,** '* UNDBR TIW 

ULACS,'* "jack and JILL," "WORK," "SILVM 

riTCHBXs,** "aunt jo*« KRAT-RAG.** 



^ttb 3n«^tat{0iif. 




BOSTON: 

LITTLE, BROWN, AND COMPANY. 

1 909* 



Copyright^ i86q. 
By Roberts Brothers. 

Copyright^ iBgt, iSqr, 
By John S. P. Alcott* 



John Wilson & Son, Cambridge, U.S. A* 




"JOHN." 
TUe maiilleKi man among my forty. — Paov 53. 



PEEPACE TO HOSPITAL SKETCHES. 



Thb8B BketoheSi taken from letters hastily written 
in the &w leisure moments of a very busy life^ make 
no pretension to liteitiry merit, but are simply a brief 
record of one person's hospital experience. As such^ 
they are republished, with their many faults but par- 
tially amended) lest in retouching they should lose 
whatever force or freshness the inspiration of the time 
may have given them. 

To those who have objected to a <<tone of levity " in 
some portions of the sketches, I desire to say that the 
wish to make the best of every thing, and send home 
cheerful reports even from that saddest of scenes, an 
army hospital, probably produced the impression of 
levity upon those who have never known the sharp 
contrasts of the tragic and comic in such a life. 

That Nurse Periwinkle gave no account of her 
religious services, thereby showing a ^sad want of 
Christian experience," can only be explained by the 
fsiCtf that it would have as soon occurred to her to 
print the letters written for the men, their penitent 
eonfidencesi or their dying messages, as to mention 
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the prayers she prayed, the hymns she snng, the 
sacred words she rend; while the *^C7iristian eaperi- 
enee^ she was receiving then and there was fitr too 
deep and earnest to be recorded in a newspaper. 

The unexpected favor with which the little book 
was greeted, and the desire for a new edition, increase 
the author's regret that it b not more worthy such a 
kind reception, L. IL a. 

OoMOOBD, Marah, ISM. 
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OHAFTEB L 

OKimiHO BUFFKOB. 

''I wim mnetfabg to do.'* 

Thia remark being addressed to tbe world in geoend, no 
one in ptrticnlur felt it their daty to reply ; so I repeated B 
to the smaller world about me, reoeived the following soggee- 
tions, and settled the matter by answering my own inqniiy^ as 
people are apt to do when very mach in earnest 

** Write a book," qaoth the author of my being. 

" Don't know enough, sir. First live , then write.'' 

** Try tea efang ag ain,^Bnaeested my mother. 

** Nolhank you, ma'am, ten years of that is enough/' 

*' Take a husband like my Darby, and fulfill your m]ssion»* 
smd sister Joan, home on a visit. 

*' Oan't afford expenmve luxuries, Mrs. Ooobiddy." 

*' Turn aotress, and immortalise your name," said ostor 
Yasbd, striking an attitude. 

"I won't." 
' ** Go nurse the soldierB,"saidmy young neighbor^ Tom^panti 
bg for *' the tented field." 

" I wiU I" 

8 
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So far, very good. Hore was the will, and plenty of h; 
now for the way. At first si ght not a foot of it appeared ; bnl 
that didn^t matter, for the i:^enwlnkle8 are a hopeful race. 
>^<rheir crost is an anchor, with thro e oock-ardoodles crowing 
f^ aton^ They ail wear roee-coloredrBpoctacloa, and are lineal de- 
^^-Boendants cf the inventor of aerial arohitectnre. An houi'^s 
oonvorsation on the suhject set the whole family in a blase of 
enthnsiasm. A model hospital was erected, and each mem- 
ber had accepted an honorable post therein. The paternal P. 
was chaplain, the maternal P. was matron, and aU the youtln 
ful P.'s filled the pod of futurity with achievements whose 
brilliancy eclipsed the glories of the present and the past. 
Arriving at this satisfiictory concludon, the meeting ad- 
journed ; and the fiict that Miss Tribulation was available aa 
army nurse went abroad on the wings of the wind. 

In a few days a townswoman heard of ray desire, approved 
of it, and brought about an interview with one of the sister- 
hood which I wished to join, who was at home on a furlough, 
and able and willing to satisfy all inquiries. A morning chat 
with MLbs General S. — wo hear no end of Mrs. Generals, why 
not a Miss? — produced three results : I felt that I could do 
the work, was ofiered a place, and accepted it, promising not 
to desert, but stand ready to maroh on Washington at an 
hour's notice. 

A few days wore necessary for the letter containing my re* 
quest and recommendation to reach headquarters, and another, 
oontfuning my commission, to return ; therefore no time was 
to be lost ; and heartily thanking my pair of friends, I tore 
home through the December slush as if the rebels were aflei 
me, and like many another recruit, burst in upon my family 
with the announcement — 
" Tve enlisted I '' 
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An impr e afl i Te alenoo followed. Tom, iSke inepnmUo, 
btoke it with ft slap on tbe shoulder and the graoefol oom- 
pUment— 

•• Old Trib, you're a trump 1" 

"Thank you; then rUlafa aomediing :'' whioh I did, hi 
die shape of dinner, reeling off my news at the rate of three 
doaen words to a mouthful ; and as evory one else talked 
equally fiuA, and all together, the soene was most inspiring. 

As boys going to sea immediately become nautioal in speeoh, 
walk as it they already had their '* sea legs " on, and shiver 
their timbers on all possible oooasions, so I turned military at 
once, called my dinner my rations, saluted all new oomers, 
and ordered a dress parade that very afternoon. Haying re- 
viewed every rag I possessed, I detailed some for picket duty 
while airing over the fbnoe ; some to the sanitary influences of 
ibe waBb-tttb ; others to mount guard in the trunk ; while the 
weak and wounded went to the Work-basket Hospital, to be 
made ready for active service again. To this squad I devoted 
myself for a week ; but all was done, and I had time to get 
powerftilly impatient before the letter came. It did anrive 
however, and brought a disappointment along with its gbod 
will and friendliness, for it told me that the place in the Ar^ 
mory Hospital Uiat 1 supposed I was to take, was already 
filled, and a much leas desirable one at Hurly-burly House 
was offered instead. 

'* That's just your luck, Trib. I'll take your trunk up 
garret for yau again ; for of course you won't go," Tom ve» 
marked, with the disdainful pity which small boys aflbct when 
they get into their teens. I was wavering in my secret soul, 
but that settled the matter, and I crushed him on the spot 
with martial brevity — 

*' It is now one ; I shall march at six '* 
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I haTS a ooofdaed reooDeodon of speiidiiig die afternoon in 
perrading the honae like an ezeoatiTe whirlwind, with mj 
fiunily swanning after me, all working, talking, prophesying 
and lamenting, while I paoked my ^* go-abroady " posBesawns^ 
tumbled the rest into two big boxes, danoed on ihe lids till 
diey shut, and ga^e them in oharge, with the direotiony— 

" If I never oome back, make a bonfire of them." 

Then I ohoked down a cap of tea, generously salted instead 
of sugared, by some agitated relative, shouldered my knap- 
saok^t was only a traveliEg bag, but do let me preserve the 
unities — hugged my family throe times all round without a 
vestige of unmanly emotion, tiU a certain dear old lady broko 
down upon my neck, with a doBpairing sort of wail— 

" Oh, my dear, my dear, how can I let you got". 

" I'll stay if you say so, mother." 

" But I don't ; go, and the Lord will take care of you." 

Much of the Roman matron's courage had gone into tho 
Yankee matron *s oompoaitbn, and, in spite of her tears, she 
would have sent ten sons to the war, had she possessed them, 
as freely as she sent one daughter, smiling and flapping on the 
door-step till I vanished, though the eyes that followed me 
were very dim, and the handkerchief she waved was vexy 
wet. 

My transit from The Oables to the village depot was a funny 
mixture of good wishes and good byea, mud-puddles and shop 
ping. A December twilight is not the most cheering time to 
enter upon a somewhat perilous enterprise, and, but for the 
presence of Vashti and neighbor Tom, I fear that I might 
nave added a drop of the briny to the native moisture of— 

** The town I left behind me ;" 
though I'd no thought of giving out : oh, bless you, no I 
When the engine screeched " Hero we are," I clutched my 
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•0oort in a fisrveni embnoe, and skipped into the oar with as 
blithe a fitfeweU as if going on a bridal toni^— thoagh I be* 
lieve brides don't nsnally wear oayemons blaok bonnets and 
IhBj brown ooats, with a hair-bmsh, a pair of mbbers» two 
books, and a bag of pnge^farealCl distorting the pookets of the 
same. If I ihonght that any one woold believe it, I'd boldly 
state that I slept from 0. to B., which would simplify matters 
immensely; bat as I know they wonldn't, I'll oonfess that 
the head under the funereal ooathod fermented with all man- 
ner of high thoughts and heroio purposes ** to do or die/'— 
porhaps both ; and the heart under the fussy brown ooat felt 
▼ery tender with the memory of the dear old lady, probably 
sobbing over her army socks and the loss of her tupsy-tnnry 
Trib. At this juncture I took the veil, and what I did be- 
hind it is nobody's business ; but I maintain that the soldier 
who cries when his mother says " Good bye," is the boy to 
fight best, and die bravest, when the time comes, or ko back 
to her better than he went. 

Till nine o'clock I trotted about the city streets, doiuf those 
last errands which no woman would even go to heaven with, 
out attempting, if she could. Then I went to my usual ref- 
uge, and, fully intending to keep awake, as a s6n of vigil 
appropriate to the occarion, fell fast asleep and dreamed pro^ 
pitious dreams till my rosy-ftuMd cousin waked me with a kiss. 

A bright day smiled upon my enterprise, and at ten I r^ 
ported myself to my General, received last instructions and 
no end of the sympathetic encouragement which women give. 
In look, touch, and tone more efiectually than in words. The 
next step was to get a free pass to Washington, for I*d no 
desire to waste my substance on railroad companies when 
** the boys " needed even a spinster's mite. A friend of mine 
had procured such a pass, and I was bent on domg likewise^ 
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diough I bad to fiioe the president of the railroad to aooompBah 
it I'm a baahfdl indiyidoal, Uiongb I oan't get any one to 
betieve it; so it oost me a great eflbrt to poke about tbe 
Woroester depot till Uie right door appeared, then walk into a 
loom containing several gentlemen, and blander out my re- 
quest in a high state of stammer and blush. Nothing oould 
hB,ye been more courteous than thb dreaded President, but il 
was evident that I had made as absurd a demand as if I had 
asked for the nose off his respectable face. He referred me 
to the Oovemor at the State House, and I backed out, leaving 
him no doubt to regret that such mild maniacs were left at 
large. Here was a Soylla and Oharybdis business : as if a 
President wasn't trying enough, without the Governor of Mas* 
saehusetts and the Hub of the Hub on top of that. 

*• I never can do it," ihought I. " Tom will hoot at you if 
you don't," whispered the inconvenient little voice that is always 
goading people to the performance of disagreeable duties, and 
always appeals to the most effective agent to produce the pro[h 
er result. The idea of allowing any boy that ever wore a 
felt basin and a shoddy jacket with a microscopic tail, to crow 
over me, was preposterous, so giving myself a mental slap for 
0uch fiunt-heartedness, I streamed awav across the Common, 
wondering if I ought to say '* your Honor," or simply " Sir," 
and dedded upon the latter, fortifying myself with recollec- 
tions of an evening in a charming green library, where I be- 
held the Oovemor placidly consuming oysters, and laughing 
IS if Massachusetts was a myth, and he had no heavier burden 
>n his shoulders than his host's handsome hands. 

Like an energetic fly in a very large cobweb, I struggled 
through the State House, getting into all the wrong rooms and 
none of the right, till I turned desperate, and went into one, 
resolving not to oome out till I'd made somebody hear and 
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answor mo. I soflpeot that of aU the wrong plaoos I bod 
blundered into, tbio was the moot so. But I didn't oaro ; and, 
tbongh the apartment was full of aoldiorB, anrgeona, otarers, 
and spittoons, I oomered a porfeotly ineapablo person, and 
prooeeded to pump for information with the fUlowing ro- 
islt: 

'« Was the Governor anywhere abo^r* 
No, he wasn't 

*' Gould bo tell me where to look f' 
No, he oouldn't 

«< Did be know anything about free pasMS t^ 
No, he didn't 

*' Was there any one there of whom I oould inquire 1^ 
Not a person. 

'* Did he know of any place where information oould be 
obtained r 
Not a place. 

** Oould he throw the smaUest gleam of light upon the mas- 
ter, in any way V* 
Not a ray. 

I am naturally irasdble, and if I oould have shaken thk 
negative gentleman vigorously, the relief would have been 
immense. The prejudioes of sooiety forbidding this mode of 
redress, I merely glowered at him ; and, before my wrath 
found vent in words, my Qeneral appeared, having soon me 
from an opposite window, and oome to know what I was about 
At her command the languid gentleman woke up, and troub- 
led himself to remember that Mi\jor or Sergeant or something 
Mo K. knew all about the tickets, and his offioe was in Milk 
Street. I perked up instanter, and then, as if the exertioo 
was too much for him, what did this animated wet blanket do 
but add— 
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<'I ihink Ho E. may haTS left Hilk Steeel, now, and I 
don't know where he has gone." 

" NoTer mind ; the new aomen will know where he haa 
moved to, my dear, ao don't bo diaoonraged ; and if yon don't 
aoooeed, oome to me, and we will aee what to do next," aaid 
my General. 

I bleased her in a fenrent manner and a oool hall, fluttered 
loond the oomer, and bore down upon Milk street, bent oo 
diaoovering Mo K. if anch a being waa to be found. He 
waan't, and the ignoranoe of the neighborhood waa really piti- 
able. Nobody knew anything, and after tumbling over bun- 
dlea of leather, bumping against big boxes, being nearly annir 
hilated by desoending belea, and awom at by aggravated 
truokmen, I finally elicited the advice to look for Mo K. in 
Haymarket Square. Who my informant was I've really for* 
gotten ; for, having hailed several busy gentlemen, some one of 
them fabricated this delusive quietus for the perturbed spirit^ 
who instantly departed to the sequestered locality he named. 
If I had boon in search of the Koh-i-noor diamond I should 
have been as likely to find it there aa any vestige of Mo K. 
I stared at ngns. inquired in shops, invaded an eating housOi 
visited the recruiting tent in the middle of the Square, made 
myself a nuisance generally, and aoeumulated fine samples of 
mud from every gutter I fell into. All in vam ; and I 
moumfolly turned my face toward the (General's, feeling that 
I should be forced to enrich the railroad company after all, 
when, suddenly, I beheld that admirable young man, brother* 
in-law Darby Coobiddy, Esq. I arrested him with a burst 
of news, and wants, and woes, which caused his manly eoaD* 
tenonoe to lose its usual repose. 

'* Oh, my dear boy, I'm going to Washington at five, and 
I can't find the firee ticket man, and there won't be time toaee 
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Joan, and Fm io tired and eroas I donH know what to do; 
and will joa belp me, liko a oberab aa yoa are f '' 

'' Oh, yea, of oonno. I know a fellow who will aet na 
rigiit»" reapondod Darby, mildly exdted, and darting into 
Bome kind of an office, held oounael with an invisible angel, 
who aent him out radiant '* All serene. I'yo got him. I'll 
aee yon through the bnsineas, and then get Joan from the 
DoTe Oote in time to aee yon off/' 

Vm a woman's rights woman, and if any man had oAred 
help in the morning, I shonld hayo oondesoendingly reftised 
it, sure that I oonld do eyerything aa well, if nol better, my- 
aelf. Hy strong-mindedness had rather abated smoe then, 
and I was now quite ready to be a " timid trembler," if neoea* 
aaiy. Dear me I how eaaily Daiby did it all : he Just asked 
one question, reonyed an answer, tndked me under his arm, 
and in ten minutea I stood in the preeenoe of Mo K., the 
Desired. ' 

** Now my trouUea are over," thong^t I, and aa usual waa 
direfoUy mistaken. 

** Ton will have to get a pass from Dr. H., in Temple 
Place, before I can give you a pass, madam," answered Me 
K., as blandly aa if he wasn't oanyiog desolation to my souL 
Oh, indeed I why didn't he send me to Dorchester Knights, 
India Whsrf, or Bunker HIU Monument, and done with it f 
Here I waa, after a morning's tramp, down in some plaoe about 
Dock Square, and was told to step to Temple Place. Not 
was that all ; he might as well have asked me to catch a hum* 
ming-bird, toast a salamander, or call on the man in the moon, 
as find a Doctor at home at the busiest hour of the day. It 
was a blow ; but weariness had extinguished enthusiasm, and 
resignation clothed me as a garment I sent Darby for Joan, 
and doggedly paddlea off, feeling that mud waa my native el» 
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ment, and qwte sore that tbe evening papers would annonnoe 
ilie appeaianoe of the Wandering Jew, in feminine habiK* 
mftnts. 

"IflDr. H. inr 

'' No, mum, he aint." 

Of oonrse he wasn't ; I Imew that befoie I adced: and, 
oonsidering it all in the light of a hollow mookerj, added: 

** When will ho probably retnm V* 

If the damsel had said, " ten to-night,'' I should have felt a 
grim satisfaotion, in the fnlfillment of my own dark prophecy; 
bat she said, *' At two, mum ;" and I felt it a personal insult 

" I'll call, then. TuU him my bosinoes is important :" with 
which mysteriously delivered message I departed, hoping thai 
I left her oonsamod with cmriosily ; for mud rendered me an 
object of interest. 

By way of resting myself, I crossed the Common, for the 
third time, bespoke the carriage, got some lonch, packed my 
porchases, smoothed my plumage, and was back again, as the 
clock struck two. The Doctor hadn't come yet ; and I waa 
morally certain that he would not, till, having waited till the 
last minute, I was driven to buy a ticket, and, five minutea 
after the irrevocable deed was done, he would be at my serv- 
ice, with all manner of helpful documents and directions. 
Bveiything goes by contraries with me ; so, having made up 
my mind to be disappointed, of course I wasn't ; for, pr»Ben& 
ly, in walked Dr. H., and no sooner hsd he heard my eirand, 
and glanced at my credentials, than he said, with the most en 
gaging readiness : 

" I will give you the order, with pleasure, madam.'' 

Words connot express how soothing and delightful it was to 
ind, at last, somebody who could do what I wanted, without 
sending me from Dan to Beersheba. for a dosen other bodiea 
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to do something else first Peace descended, like oil, npon 
the ruffled waters of my being, as I sat listening to the busy 
scratch of his pen ; and, when he turned about, giving me not 
only the order, but a paper of directions wherewith to smooth 
away all difficulties between Boston and Washington, I felt as 
did poor Christian when the Evangelist gave him the scroll, 
on the safe side of the Slough of Despond. Fve no doubt 
many dismal nurses have inflicted themselves upon the worthy 
gentleman rince then ; bat I am sure none have beon mora 
kindly helped, or are more grateful, than T. P. ; fiir that abort 
interview added another to Uie many pleasant asBOciatioiifl that 
already surround his name. 

Feeling myself no longer a *' Martha Stmgg^ea," bat a 
comfortable young woman, with phin sailing before her, and 
the wont of the voyage well over, I once more presented my- 
self to the vahuiblo Mo K. The order was read, and oeHain 
printed papers, necessary to be filled out, were given a young 
gentleman — no, I prefer to say Boy. with a soomiiil empbasia 
npon the word, as the only means of revenge now left me. 
This BoT, instead of doing bis duty with the diligence so 
charming in the young, loitered and lounged, in a manner 
which proved his edacadon to have been sadly n^g^eeted in 
the— 

«« How doth the mtla iMuqr bee,** 
lireetioo. He stared at me, gaped out of the window, ate 
peanata, and gossiped with his neighbors — ^Boys, fiko himself, 
and all penned in a row, like colts at a Cattle Show. I doa*t 
imagine he knew the anguish he was inflicting ; for it was 
nearlf three, the train loft at five, and I hud my ticket to got* 
my dinnei to eat, my blessed sister to see, and the depot to 
reach, if I didn't die of apoplexy. Meanwhile Patience 
oertainly had her perfect work that day, and I hope she on- 
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joyed the job mare than I did. Having waited some twenty 
minutes, it pleased this reprehensiUe Boy to make yarioas 
marks and blots on my documents, toss them to a yererable 
cn$ature of sixteen, who delivered them to me with such pa- 
ternal directions, that it only needed a pat on the head and an 
enoouraging— " Now run home to your Ma, little girl, and 
mind the orossingps, my dear,'' to make the iUnaon qoite per- 
fect. 

Why I was sent to a steamboat office for oar tickets, is not 
for me to say, though I went as meekly as I should have gone 
to the Pkolutte Court, if sent. A iat, easy gentleman gave 
me several bits of paper, with coupons attached, with a warn* 
ing not to separate them, which instantly inspired me wit^ a 
yearning to pluck them apart, and see what came of it. But, 
remembering through what fear and tribulation I had obtained 
them, I curbed Satan's promptings, and, clutching my prise, as 
if it were my pass to the Elysian Fields, I hurried home. 
Dinner was rapidly consumed ; Joan enlightened, comforted, 
and kissed ; the dearest of apple-faced cousins hugged ; the 
kindest of apple-faced cousins' fathers subjected to Uie same 
process ; and I mounted the ambulance, baggage-wagon, or 
anything you please but hack, and drove away, too tired to 
feel excited, sorry, or glad. 



HOSPITAL 8KBTCHE8. IS 



CHAPTER IL 

A FORWABD MOYEHENT. 

As trayellers like to give their own impressions of a joumqr* 
Inough every inch of the road may have been described a 
half a dozen times before, I add some of the notes made by 
the way, hoping that they will amuse the reader, and con- 
vince the skeptical that such a being as Nurse Periwinkle 
does exist, that she really did go to Washington, and that 
these Sketches are not romance. 

New York Train — Seven P. M, — Spinning alonp to take 
the boat at New London. Very comfortable ; munch gingexw 
bread, and Mrs. C.'s fine pear, which deserves honorable men- 
tion, because my first loneliness was comforted by it, and pleas- 
ant recollections of both kindly sender and bearer. Look 
much at Dr. H.'s paper of directions— put my tickets in ev« 
ery conceivable place, that they may be get-at«ble, and finish 
by losing them entirely. Suffer agonies till a compassionate 
neighbor pokes them out of a crack with his pen-knife. Put 
them in the inmost corner of my purse, that in the deepest 
recesses of my pocket, pile a collection of miscellaneous arti- 
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eles atop, and pin np Ae wbole. Jnat get oomposed, feeling 
that I've done mj best to keep them eafelj, when the Con- 
ductor appears, and I*m forced to rout (hem all out again, ex- 
posing my precautions, and getting into a flutter at keeping 
the man watting. Finally, fasten them on the seat before me, 
and keep one eye steadily upon tho yellow torments, till L for- 
get all about them, in chat with the gentleman who shares my 
seat. Baying hoard complaints of the absurd way in which 
American women become images of petrified propriety, if ad- 
dressed by strangers, when traveling alone, the inborn per- 
versity of my nature causes me to assume an entirely oppo- 
iiite style of deportment ; and, finding my companion hails 
from Little Athens, is acquainted with several of my three 
hundred and sixty-five cousins, and in every way a respecttr 
ble and respectful member of society, I put my bashfulness in 
my pocket, and plunge into a long conversation on the war, 
the weather, music, Carlyle, skating, ganiud. hoops, and the 
immortality of the soul. 

Ten, P. M. — Very sleepy. Nothing to be seen outside, 
but darkness made visible ; nothing inside but every variety 
of bunch into which the human form can be twisted, rolled, 
or " massed,*' as Miss Prescott says of her jewels. Every 
man's legs sprawl drowsily, every woman's head (but mine,) 
nods, till it finally settles on somebody's shoulder, a new proof 
of tho truth of the everiasting oak and vine simile ; clilldren 
firet ; lovers whisper; old folks snore, and somebody privately 
imbibes brandy, when the lamps go out. Tho penetrating 
perfume rouses the multitude, causing some to start up, like 
war horses at the smell of powder. When the lamps are re* 
lighted, every one laughs, sni£&, and looks inquiringly at his 
neighbor — every one but a stout gentleman, who, with well* 
gloved hands folded upon his broad-doth rotundity, sleeps on 
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impreaaTefy. Had he been innooenl, he would have waked 
up ; for, to dumber in that babe>lil'e manner, with a ear full 
of giggling, staring, sniffing hnmanity, was simply prepostei^ 
008. Public sospicion was down upon him at once. I doubt 
if the appearance of a flat black bottle with a label would 
haye settled the matter more effeotually than did the over digf 
nified and profound repose of this shortrsigbted being. IBs 
moral neck-doth, virtuous boots, and pious attitude availed 
Mm nothing, and it was well he kept his eyes shut, foi 
** Humbug r* twinkled at him from every window-pane, brass 
nail and human eye around bim. 

Elevet^, P. if.— In the boat ''City of Boston," escorted 
thither by my car acquaintance, and deposited in the cabin. 
Trying to look as if the greater portion of my life bad been 
passed on board boats, but painfolly conscious that I don't 
know the first thing ; so sit bolt upright, and stare about me 
till I hear one lady say to another — ** We must secure our 
berths at once ;'' whereupon I dart at one, and, while leisurely 
taking off my cloak, wait to discover what the second move 
may be. Several ladies draw the curtains that hang in a 
semi-cirde before each nest — ^instantly I whisk mine smartly 
together, and then peep out to see what next. Oradually, on 
hooks above the blue and yellow drapery, appear the coata 
and bonnets of my neighbors, while their boots and shoes, in 
every imaginable attitude, assert themselves below, as if theii 
owners had committed suicide in a body. A vblent creak* 
ing, scrambling, and fussing, causes the &ct that people are 
going regularly to bed to dawn upon my mind. Of course 
they are ; and so am I — but pause at the seventh pin, remem* 
bering that, as I was bom to be drowned, an eligible opportu- 
nity now presents itself; and, having twice escaped a wateiy 
grave, the third ImmerBion will certainly extinguish my vital 
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B|Mrk. The boat is new, bat if it ever intends to blow np, 
tfpriog a leak, catch afire, or be ran into, it will dc the deed 
to-night, because I'm here to fulfill my destio j. With trag^ 
oalmness I resign myself, replace my pins, lash my purse and 
papers together, with my handkerchief, examine the saving 
eircumCbrenoe of my hoop, and look about me for any means 
of deliverance when the moist moment shall arrive ; for I'v<s 
no intention of folding my bands and babbling to death with* 
omt an energetic splashing first. Barrels, hen-coops, portable 
settees, and life-preservers do not adorn the cabin, as they 
should ; and, roving wildly to and fro, my eye sees no ray of 
hope till it falls upon a plump old lady, devoutly readit^g io 
the cabin Bible, and a voluminoas night-cap. I remember 
that, at the swimming school, fatg^ls always floated best, and 
in an instant my plan is laid. At the first aUurra I firmly 
kttaoh myself to the plump Udy, and cling to her through 
fire and water ; for I feel that my old enemy, the cramp, will 
seize me by the foot, if I attempt to swim ; and, though I can 
hardly expect to reach Jersey City with myself and my bag- 
gage in as good condition as I hoped, I might manage to get 
picked up by holding to my fat friend ; if not it will be a 
comfort to feel that I've made an efifort and shall die in good 
society. Poor dear woman 1 how little she dreamed, as she 
read and rocked, with her cap in a high state of starch, and her 
fbet comfortably cooking at the register, what fell designs 
were hovering about her, and how intently a smaU bit do> 
termined eye watched her, till it suddenly closed. 

Sleep got the better of fear to such an extent that my boots 
appeared to gape, and my bonnet nodded on its peg, before I 
gave in. Having piled my cloak, bag, rubbers, books and 
ambrelbi on the lower shelf, I drowsily swarmed on to the 
upper one, tumbling down a few times, and excoriating the 
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knobby portions of my frame in the aet A very brief nap 
on che upper roost was enough to set me gasping as if a dooen 
feather beds and the whole boat were laid over me. Out I 
turned ; and, after a series of oonvuisions, whieh caused mj 
neighbor to ask if I wanted the stewardess, I managed to get 
my luggigo up and myself down. But even in the lower 
berth, my rest was not unbroken, for yarious artieles kept 
dropping off the little shelf at the bottom of the bed, and eyery 
time I flew up, thinking my hour had come, I bumped 
my head severely against the little shelf at the top, evidendj 
put there for that express purpose. At last, after listening to 
the swash of the waves outside, wondering if the machinery 
usually creaked in that way, and watching a knot-hole in the 
nde of my berth, sure that death would creep in there as 
soon as I took my eye from it, I dropped asleep, and dreamed 
of muffins. 

Five, A. M. — On deck, tiying to wake up and enjoy an 
east wind and a morning fog, and a twilight sort of view of 
something on the shore. Bapidly achieve my purpose, and 
do enjoy every moment, as we go rushing through the Sound, 
with steamboats passing up and down, lights dancing on the 
shore, mist wreaths slowly furling off, and a pale pink sky 
above us, as the sun comes up. 

iSni«fi, A. M. — In the oars, at Jersey Ci^. Much fuss 
with tickets, which one man scribbles over, another snips, and 
a third '* makes note on.'' Partake of refreshment, in the 
gloom of a very large and dirtv depot Think that my sand- 
wiches would be more relishing without so strong a flavcr of 
napkin, and my ^ngerbread more easy of consumption if it 
bad not been pulverized by being sat upon. People act as it 
early traveling didn't agree with them. Children scream and 
scamper ; men smoke and growl ; women shiver and fret ; por 
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ten swear ; great trucic horses pace up and rlomi with loads of 
baggage ; and eyery one seems to get into the wrong car, and 
come tumbling out again. One man, with three children, a 
dog, a bird-cage, and several bundles, puts himself and his 
possessions into every possible place where a man, three chil- 
dren, dog, bird-cage and bundles could be got, and is satisfied 
with uone of theuL I follow their movements, with an in- 
terest that is really exhausting, and, as they vanish, hope for 
rest, but don't get it A strong-minded woman, with a tnn- 
bler in her band, and no cloak or shawl on, comes roshing 
through the ear, talking loudly to a small porter, who lugs a 
folding bed after ber, and looks as if life were a burden to 
him. 

" Yon promised to have it ready. It is not ready. It mnsl 
be a car with a water jar, the windows must be shut, the fire 
must be kept up, the blinds must be down. No, this won't 
do. I shall go through the whole train, and suit myself, for 
you promised to have it ready. It b not ready," &o., all 
through again, like a hand-organ. She haunted the cars, the 
depot, the offioe and baggage-room, with her bed, her tumbler, 
and her tongue, till the train started ; and a sense of fervent • 
gratitude filled my soul, when I found that she and her un- 
known invalid were not to share our oar. 

Philadelphia, — An old place, full of Dutch women, in 
** bellua top '* bonnets, selling vegetables, in long, open ma^ 
kets. Every one seems to be serubUng their white steps. 
All the houses look like tidy jails, with their outside shutters. 
Several have erape on the door-handles, and many have flags 
flying from roof or balcony. Few men appear, and the 
women seem to do the business, which, perhaps, accounts for 
its being so well done. Pass fine buildings, but don*t know 
what they are. Would like to stop and see luy native ciiy ; 
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fcr, haTiDg left it at the tender age of two, my Teoollootioiif 
aie not yiyid. 

liakimare. — A big» dirty, ahippy, Bhiftleaa place, full of 
goats, geese, colored people, and coal, at least the part of it I 
see. Pass near tbe spot where the riot took place, and feel as 
if I shonld enjoy throwing a stone at somebody, hard. Find 
a goard at the ferry, the depot, and here and there, along the 
road. A camp wh'tens one hill-side, and a cavalry training 
school, or whatever it should be called, is a yery interesting 
sight, with qnantities of horses and riders galloping, march- 
ing, leaping, and skirmishing, over all manner of break-neck 
places. A party of English people get in — the men, with 
sandy hair and red whiskers, all trimmed alike, to a hair ; 
roogh grey coats, yeiy rosy, dean faces, and a fine, fnll way 
of speaking, which is particularly agreeable, after oar slip> 
riiod American gabble. The two ladies wear fanny velvet 
fnr-trimmed hoods ; are done np, like compact bundles, in tar- 
tan shawls ; and look as if bent <m seeing everything thorongb- 
ly. The devotion of one elderly John Boll to his red-nosed 
spouse was really beautiful to behold. She was plain and 
eross, and fussy and stupid, but J. B., Esq., read no papers 
when she was awake, turned no cold shoulder when she wished 
to sleep, and cheerfully said, *' Tes, me dear," to every wish 
or want the wife of his bosom expressed. I quite warmed to 
the excellent man, and asked a question or two, as the only 
means of expressing my good will. He answered very dv^ 
illy, but evidently hadn't been used to being addressed fay 
sarange women in public conveyances; and Mrs. B. fixed ha 
green eyes upon me, as if she thought me a forward husay, or 
whatever is good English for a presuming young woman. Tbe 
pair left their friends before we reached Washington ; and the 
last I saw of them was a vision of a large plaid lady, stalking 
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grimly away, on the arm of a rosy, stout gendeman, loaded 
witb rogs, bags, and books, bot sdU devoted, still smiling, and 
waving a hearly " Fare ye well I We'll meek ye at Vnilard's 
on Chusday.*' 

Soon tStet tbeir departure we bad an aooident ; for no long 
journey in America would be complete without ono. A coup- 
Kng iron broke ; and, after leaving the last oar behind us, wf 
waited for it to oome up» which it did, with a crash that 
knocked every one forward on their faces, and caused several 
old ladies to screech dismally. Hats flew off, bonnets were 
flattened, the stove skip^jcd, the lamps fell down, the water 
jar turned a somersault, and the wheel just over which I sat 
received some damage. Of course, it became necessary for 
all the men to get out, and stand about in everybody's way, 
while repairs were made ; and for the women to wrestle their 
heads out of the windows, asking ninety-nine foolish questions 
to one sensible one. A few wise females seized this favorable 
moment to better their seats, well knowing that few men can 
face the wooden stare with which they regard the former poih 
sessors of the places they have invaded. 

The country through which we passed did not seem so very 
unlike that which I had lefb, except that it was more level and 
less wintry. In summer time the wide fields would have 
shown me new sights, and the way-side hedges blossomed with 
new flowers ; now, everything was sere and sodden, and a gen- 
eral air of shifUessness prevailed, which would have caused a 
New England farmer much disgust, and a strong desire to 
" buckle to, '' and " right up " things. Dreary little houses, 
with chimneys built outside, with clay and rough sticks piled 
erosswise, as wo used to build cob towers, stood in barren 
looking fields, witb cow, pig, or mule lounging about the door. 
We often passed colored people, looking as if they had ooma 
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out of a piotore book, or off tbe stage, bat not at all the sort 
of people I'd been aoeostomed to see at the North. 

Way-side eooampnients made the fields and lanes gay with 
Une ooats and the glitter of buttons. Militaiy washes flapped 
and flattered on the fences ; pots were steaming in the open 
air ; all sorts of tabloaox seen throagh the openings of tiaits, 
and eveiywhere the boys threw np thefar caps and oat capers as 
we passed. 

Wathington. — ^It was dark when we arrived ; and, bat for 
the presence of another friendly gentleman, I shoald haya 
yielded myself a helpless prey to the first overpowering hack- 
man, who insisted that I wanted to go jnst where I didn't. Pat* 
ting me into the oonveyanoe I belonged in, my escort added 
to the obligation by pointing out the objects of interest which 
we passed in oar long drive. Though I'd often been told that 
Washington was a spacioos place, its visible magattude quite 
took my breath away, and of course I quuted Randolph's 
expression, " a city of magnificent distances," as I suppose 
eveiy one does when they see it. The Capitol was so like the 
pictures that hang opposite the staring Father of his Country, 
in boarding-houses and hotels, that it did not impress me, 
except to recall the time when I was sure that Cinderella went 
to housekeeping in just such a place, after she had married the 
inflammable Prince ; though, even at that early period, I had 
my doubts as to the wisdom of a match whose foundation was 
of glass. 

The White House was lighted up, and carriages were rolt 
ing in and out of the great gate. I stared hard at the famous 
Bast Boom, and would have liked a peep through tbe crack o( 
the door. My old gentleman was indofadgable in his atten- 
tions, and I said *' Splendid I" to eveiything he pointed out, 
dxmgb I suspect I often admired the wrong place, and 
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miffed the right. Pennsylyaiiia Avenue, with its bostle, 
lights, muse, and militaiy, made roe feel as if I*d crossed the 
water and landed somewhere in Carnival time. Coming to 
less notiooable parts of the city, my companion fell silent, and 
T meditated npon the perfection which Art had attained io 
Amerioa — ^having jnst passed a hfonie statae of some hero, 
who looked like a black Methodist minister, in a cooked hat* 
above the waist, and a tipsy squue below ; while his horse stood 
like an opera dancer, on one leg, in a high, bat somewhat re> 
markable wind, which blew his mane one way and his massive 
tail the other. 

" Hnrly-bnrly Honso, ma'am V* called a voice, startling me 
from my reverie, as we stopped before a great pile of baild- 
ing9, with a flag flying before it, sentinels at the door, and a 
very trying quantity of men lounging about. My heart beat 
rather faster than usual, and it suddenly struck me that I was 
very far from home ; but I desoendod with dignity, wondering 
whether I should be stopped for want of a counterngn, and 
forced to pass the night in the street. Marching l)oldly up the 
steps, I found that no form was necessary, for the men fell 
back, the guard touched their caps, a boy opened the door, 
and, as it dosed behind me, I felt that I was tiadj staztad, 
aud Nurse Periwinkle's Mission was hegaxL 
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▲ DAT. 

'^Tbbt'ts oome 1 they've eome I hnny up, ladies— yoa*i« 
wmted/' 

" Who hare come ? the rebels ? " 

This sadden sammons id the gray dawn was somewhat 
startling to a three days* nnrse like myself, and, as the than* 
dering knock came at oar door, I sprang np In my bed, pr»« 
parod 

*' To gird xnj woman'i fbrm. 
And on the ramfuurts die,'' 

if necessary ; but my room-mate took it more coolly, and, as 

she began a rapid toilet, answered my bewildered qaestion,— - 

" Bless you, no child ; it's the wounded from Frederick*- 
bttrg ; forty ambulances are at the door, and we shall hare 
oar hands full in fifteen minutes." 

" What shall we have to do ? '' 

" Wash, dress, foed, warm and nurse them for the next 
three months, 1 dare say. Eighty beds are ready, and we 
were getting impatient for the men to come. Now you will 



2$ HOSPITAL 8KSTCHIS. 

begin to see hospital life in earnest, for you won't probably 
find time to sit down all day, and may think yourself fortunate 
if you get to bed by midnight. Come to me in the ball-room 
when you are ready; the worst oases are always etiried ibera, 
and I shall need your help." 

So saying, the energetic little woman twirled her hair into a 
button at the back of her head, in a " cleared for action " sort 
of style, and ▼anished, wrestling her way into a feminine kind 
of pea-jacket as she went 

I am free to confess that I had a realising sense of the fact 
that my hospital bed vm net a bed of rows just then, or the 
prospect before me one of unmingled rapture. Hy three 
days' experiences had begun mih a death, and, owing to the 
defalcation of another nurse, a somewhat abrupt plunge into 
the superintendence of a ward containing forty beds, where I 
spent my shining hours washing faces, serving rations, giving 
medicine, and Bitting in a very hard chair, with pneumonia on 
one side, diptheria on the other, two typhoids opposite, 
and a dozen dilapidated patriots, hopping, lying, and lounging 
about, all staring more or less at the new " nuss," who suffer- 
ed untold agonies, but concealed them under as matronly an 
aspect as a spinster could assume, and blundered through her 
trying labors with a Spartan firmness, which I hope they ap 
preciatcd, but am afraid they didn't. Having a taste fcr 
** ghastliness," I had rather longed for the wounded to arrive, 
for rheumatism was n't heroic, neither was liver complaint, or 
measles ; even fever had lost its charms since " bathing bum- 
ing brows " had been used up in romances, real and ideaL 
But when I peeped into the dusky street, lined with what I at 
first 1)fld innocently called market carts, now unloading their 
sad freight at our door, I recalled sundry-reminiscences I had 
heard from nurses of longer standing, my ardor experienced a 
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fodden obill, and I indttlgcd in a most nnpatriotio wish tbal I 
was safe at home again, with a quiet day before me, and no 
neoestttj for being bustled up, as if I were a hen and had 
only to hop off mj roost, give my plumage a peek, and be 
ready for action. A seoond bang at the door sent this rcereanl 
desire to the right about, as a little woolly head popped b| 
and Joey, (a six years' old contraband,) announced— 

** Hiss Blank is jes* wild fer ye, and says fly round right 
away. They's comin' in, I tell yer, heaps on 'em-— one was 
look out dead, and I see him, — hi ! wam't he a goner I ** 

With wbich cheerful intelligence the imp scuttled away, 
ringing like a blackbird, and I followed, feelhug that Biohard 
was not himself again, and wouldn't be for a long time to 
come. 

The first thing I met was a regiment of the vilest od<»s 
that ever assaulted the human nose, and took it Jby storm. 
Cologne, with its seven and seventy evil savors, was a posy- 
bed to it ; and the worst of this affliction was, every one had 
assured me that it was a chronic weakness of all hospitals, 
and I must bear it I did, armed with lavender water, irith 
which I so besprinkled myself and premises, that I was 
soon known among my patients as *'the nurse with the 
bottle." Elaving been run over by three excited surgeons, 
bumped against by migratory coal-hods, water-pails, and 
small boys, nearly scalded by an avalanche of newly-fiUed 
toarpots, and hopelessly entangled in a knot of colored 
sisters coming to wash, I progrened by slow stages up stairs 
and down, till the main hall was reached, and I paused to 
take breath and a survey. There they were ! '* our brave 
boys," as the papers justly call them, for cowards could haid< 
ly have been so riddled with shot and shell, so torn and shat* 
lei^, nor have borne suffering for wbich we have no name^ 
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with an unoomplaining fortitade, wfaioh made one glad to 
eherisbeach like a brother. In they came, some on stretoben, 
Bome in men's arms, some feebly staggering along propped on 
mde omtobes, and one lay stark and still with oovored face, 
as a comrade gave bis name to be recorded before they carried 
him away to the dead house. All was horry and confusion p 
the hall was fall of these wrecks of humanity, for the most 
exhausted could not reach a bed till duly ticketed and regis* 
terod ; the walls were lined with rows of such as could sil^ 
the floor covered with the more disabled, the steps \nd door- 
ways filled with helpers and lookers on ; the sound of many 
feet and voices made that usually quiet hour as noisy as noon ; 
and, in the midst of it all, the matron's motherly face brought 
more comfort to many a poor soul, than the cordial draughts 
ehe administetod, or the cheery words that welcomed all, mak* 
ing of the hospital a home. 

The sight of several stretchers, each with its legless, arm- 
less, or desperately wounded occupant, entering my ward, 
admonished me that I was there to work, not to wonder or 
weep ; so I corked up my feelings, and returned to the path 
of duty, which was rather " a hard road to travel " just then. 
The house had boon a hotel before hospitals were needed, and 
many of the doors still bore their old names ; some not so 
inappropriate as might be imagined, for that ward was in truth 
a hall-room^ if gun-shot wounds could christen it. Forty beds 
were prepared, many already tenanted by tired men who fell 
down anywhere, and drowsed till the smell of food roused 
them. Round the great stove was gathered the dreariest 
group I ever saw — ragged, gaunt and pale, mud to the knees, 
with bloody bandages untouched since put on days before ; 
many bundled up in blankets, coats being lost or useless ; and 
all wearing that disheartened look which proclaimed defeat, 
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nore plainly than any telegram of the Burnside blander. 1 
pitied them bo much, I dared not apeak to them, thongh, re* 
membering all they bad been through since the fight at Fred. 
erick^urg, I yearned to serve the dreariest of them 
all. Presently, Miks Blank tore me from my refuge behind 
piles of one-sleeved shirts, odd socks, bandages and lint ; put 
basin, sponge, towels, and a block of brown soap into my 
bands, with these appalling directions : 

*' Gome, my dear, begin to wash as fast as yoa can. Tell 
them to take off socks, coats and shirts, scrub them well, put 
on clean shirts, and the attendants will finish them off, and 
lay them in bed." 

If she had requested me to shave them all, or danoa t 
hornpipe on the stove funnel, I should have been less stag* 
gered ; but to scrub some dozen lords of creation at a n»<^ 

ment's notice, was really — ^really . However, there waa 

no dme for nonsense, and, having resolved when I came to do 
everything I was bid, I drowned my scruples in my wash- 
bowl, clutched my soap manfully, and, assuming a business* 
like air, made a dab at the first dirty specimen I saw, bent on 
performing my task rt ei armis if necessary. I chanced to 
light on a withered old Irishman, wounded in the head, which 
caused that portion of his frame to be tastefully laid out like % 
garden, the bandages being the walks, his hair the shrubbery. 
He was so overpowered by the honor of having a lady waab 
him, as he expressed it, that he did nothing but roll up his 
eyca, and bless mo, in an irresistible stylo which was too much 
for my sense of the ludicrous ; so wo laughed together, and 
when I knelt down to take off hb shoes, ho '* flopped *' also^ 
and wouldn't hear of my touching " them dirty craters. May 
your bed above be aisy darlin*, for the day's work ye are doon 1 
«— Whoosh t there ye are, and bedad, it'8 hard tellin' which is 
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the dirtiest, the fiit or the shoe/' It was ; and if he hadn't 
been to the fore, T should haye gone on pulling, under the 
impression that the " fui " was a boot, for trousers, soeks« 
shoes and lega were a moss of mud. This oomical tableau 
produced a general grin, at which propitious beginning I took 
heart and scrubbed away like any tidy parent on a Saturday 
night. Some of them took the performance like sleepy ohil* 
dren, leaning their tired heads against me as I worked, others 
looked grimly scandalized, and several of the roughest colored 
Hke bashful girls. One wore a soiled little bag about his 
neck, and, as I moved it, to bathe his wounded breast, I said, 

" Tour talisman didn't save you, did it? '* 

** Well, I reckon it did, marm, for that shot would a gone 
a couple a inches deeper but for my old mammy *s camphor 
bog," answered the cheerful philosopher. 

Another, with a gun-shot wound through the cheek, asked 
for a looking-glass, and when I brought one, regarded his 
swollen face with a dolorous expression, as he muttered — 

" I vow to gosh, that's too bad I I wam't a bod looking 
ehap before, and now I'm done for ; won't there be a thun- 
derin' scar ? and what on oaitb will Josephine Skinner say Y'' 

He looked up at me with his one eye so appoalingly, that 1 
eontrolled my risibles, and assured him that if Josephine was 
a girl of sense, she would admire the honorable scar, as a 
lasting proof that he had faced the enemy, for all women 
thought a wound the best decoration a brave soldier could 
wear. I hope Miss Skinner veriQed the good opinion I so 
rashly czprcshcd of her, but I shall never know. 

The next sorubboe was a nice-looking lad, with a curly 
brown mane, honest blue eyes, and a merry mouth. He 
lay on a bed, with one leg gone, and the right arm so 
shattered that it must evidently follow: yet the little 8e^ 
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geant wa« as merry as if his affiodons irere not worth 
hunenting over; and when a drop or two of salt water 
ainglod with my ends at the sight of ihis strong young body, 
so marred and manned, the boy look^^ up, with a brave 
smile, though there was a little quiver of the lips» as he 
said, 

** Now don't you fret yourself about me, miss; I'm Orsl 
late here, for it's nuts to lie still on this lied, after knocking 
about in those confounded ambulances, that shake what there 
b left of a fellow to jolly. I never was in one of these places 
before, and think this cleaning up a jolly thing for us, though 
I'm afiaid it isn't for you ladies." 

" Is this your first battle, Sergeant?" 

" No, miss ; I've been in six scrimmages, and never got a 
scratch till this last one ; but it's done the business pretty 
thoroughly for me, I should say. Lord t what a scramble 
there'll bo for arms and logs, when we old boys come out of 
our graves, on the Judgment Day : wonder if we shall get 
our own again ? If we do, my leg will have to tramp from 
Fredericksburg, my arm from here, I suppose, and meet my 
body, wherever it may lie." 

The fancy seemed to tickle him mighUIy, for ho laughed 
blithely, and so did I ; which, no doubt, caused the new nurse 
to be regarded as a light-minded sinner by the Chaplain, who 
roamed vaguely about, with his hands in his pockets, preach- 
ing resignation to cold, hungry, wounded men, and evidently 
feeling himself, what he certainly was, the wrong man in the 
wrong place. 

" I say, Mrs. ! " called a voice behind me ; and, turning, I 
saw a rough Michigander, with an arm blown off at the dhorxV 
dor, and two or throe ballets still iu him — as he afterwards 
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fflcotioned, wb e&releaslj as if geotlemeo woe in die hMi of 
carrying socli trifles aboat with Uiem. I weal to him, and, 
#hile administeriog a dose of soap and water, he wbisperedy 
irefolly : 

** That rod-headed dcyil, over yonder, is a reb, hang him I 
He's got sbet of a foot, or he'd a cut like the rest of the lot 
Don't you wash him, nor feed him, but jest let him holler till 
he's tued. It's a blasted shame to fetefa them fellers in here, 
along side of ns ; and so I'll tell the chap thai bosses this 
concern ; coss me if I don't 

I regret to say that I did not deliver a moral sermon upon 
the duty of forgiving our enemies, and the sin of pro&nity, 
then and there; but, being a rod-hot Abolitionist, stared 
fixedly at the tall rebel, who was a oopperhead, in every sense 
of the word, and privately resolved to put soap in his eyes, 
mb his nose the wrong way, and ex:M)riate his cuticle gener- 
ally, if I had the washing of him. 

Lly amiable intentions, however, were frustrated ; for, when 
I approached, with as Christian an expression as my principles 
would allow, and asked the qucstiob — *' Shall I tiy to make 
you more comfortable, sir ?" all I got for my pains was a 
gruff— 

•'No; rildoit myself." 

** Here's your Southern chivalry, with a witness," thought 
I, dumping the basin down before him, thereby quenching a 
strong desire to give him a summaiy baptism, in return for his 
ungraciousness ; for my angry passions rose, at this rebuff, in 
a wny that would have scandalized good Dr. Watts, lie was 
a disappointment in all rcfspccts, (the rebel, not the Llosscd 
Doctor,) for ho was neither fiendish, romantic, pathetic, or 
anything interesting; but a long, fut man, with a head like a 



HOSPITAL BKBTCHtt. 83 

borning bnsb. and a perfectly expressionless face : so I could 
dislike bim without the slightest drawback, and ignored bi& 
existence from tbat day fortli. One redeeming trait he certainly 
did possess, as the floor speedily testified ; for his ablntionb 
were so vigorously performed, that his bed soon stood like an 
isolated island, in a sea of soap-suds, and he resembled a 
dripping merman, suffering from the loss of a fin. If clcaa' 
liness is a near neighbor to godliness, then was the big rebel 
the godliest man in my ward that d;}y. 

Having done up our human wash, and laid it out to dry, tha 
aeoond syllable of our veraon of the word War-faro was enacted 
With much success. Great trays of bread, meat, soup and 
ocffee appeared; and both nurses and attendants turned 
waiters, serving bountiful rations to all who could eat. I can 
oall my pinafore to testify to my good will in the work, for in 
ten minutes it was reduced to a perambulating bill of fare, pre- 
senting samples of all the refreshments going or gone. It was 
a lively scene ; the long room lined with rows of beds, each 
filled by an occupant, whom water, shears, and clean raiment^ 
had transformed from a dismal ragamni£n into a recumbent 
hero, with a cropped head. To and fro rushed matrons, maids, 
and convalescent ** boys," skirmishing with knives and forks; 
retreating with empty plates ; marching and countei^marohing, 
with unvaried success, while the clash of busy spoons made 
inspiring music for the charge of our Light Brigade ; 

" Be<1s to the front of them, 
Beds to the risht of them, 
Becis :o the left of thorn. 

Nobody blundered. 
Beamed At by huiiCTy bodIb, 
Scrc&med at with briinmiiig bowls, 
Btcamed nt by arniy rolls, 

Battered and sundered. 
With coffee not cannon plied. 
Each musft be satUfled, 
Whether they lived or died; 

All the men wondered." 
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Very weloome Beemcd tbo generouB mtal, after « week ol 
•ufiering, exposure, and short eommons; sooq the brown faces 
began to smile, as food, warmth, and rest, did their pleasant 
work ; and the grateful " Thankoe's " were followed by more 
graphic aoconnts of the battle and retreat, than any paid 
leporter oould have given ns. Corions contrasts of the tragic 
and comio met one everywhere ; and some teaching as well aa 
ladlorons episodes, might have been recorded that day. A 
six foot New Hampshire man« with a leg broken and perforated 
by a piece of shell, bO large that, had I not seen the woand, I 
should have regarded the stoiy as a Munchansenism, beckoned 
me to come and help him, as he could not sit up, and both his 
bod and beard ware getting plentifully anointed with soap. 
As I fed my big nestling with corresponding monthfuls, I 
asked him how he felt during the battle. 

" Well, ^twas my fust, you see, so I aint ashamed to say I 
was a trifle flostered in the bcginnin', there was such an allfired 
racket; for ef there's anything I do spleen agin, it*s noise. 
Butwbenmymate,Bph Sylvester, fell, with a bullet through 
his head, I got mad, and pitched in, liokotlj cut. Our part 
of the fight didn*t last long; so a lot of us larked ronnd 
Fredericksburg, and give some of them houses a pretty con* 
sid'able of a rummage, till we was ordered out of the mess. 
Some of our follows cut like time ; but I wam't a-goin to ran 
for nobody; and, fust thing I knew, a shell bust, right in 
front of us, and I keeled over, feelin' as if I was blowed 
bighor'n a kite. I sung out, and the boys come hack for me, 
double quick ; but the way tboy chucked me over them fences 
was a caution, I toll you. Next day I was most as black aa 
that darkoy yonder, lickin' plates on the sly. This is bully 
ooffae, ain't it ? Give us another pull at it, and I'll be obleoged 
te you." 
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I did ; ftiid, SB tbe last gulp sabrided, be aaid, widi « rab 
rf bis old bandkorobtef over eyes as well as mouth : 

*' Look a bere; IWe got a pair a oarbobs and a bandkercber 
pin I'm a gom' to give you, if you'll bave tbcm ; for you're 
Ae ycry moral o' Li^ Sylyescer, poor Epfa's wife : that's why 
[ signalled you to oome oyer here. They aint muoh, I guess, 
bat they'll do to memorize the rebs by." 

Burrowing under bis pillow, bo produood a little bundle of 
what he oalled *' truok," and gallantly presented me with a 
pair of earrings, eaeb representing a duster of eorpuloni 
grapes, and the pin a basket of astonishing fnut, the whole 
large and coppery enough for a small warming-pan. Feeling 
delicate about depriving him of such valuable relics, I accepted 
the earrings alone, and wa3 obliged to depart, somewhat 
abruptly, when my friend stuck the warming-pan in the bosom 
of bis night-gown, viewing it with muoh complacency, and, 
perhaps, some tender memoiy, in that rough heart of bis, for 
the comrade be bad lost 

Observing that the man next him bad left bis meal untouched, 
I offered the same service I bad performed for his neighbor, 
but be shook his bead. 

** Thank you, ma'am ; I don't think I'll ever eat again, for 
I'm shot in the stomach. But I'd like a drink of water, if 
jou aint too busy." 

I rushed away, but the water-pails vrere gone to be refilled^ 
and it was some time before they reappeared. I did not for* 
get my paUent patient, meanwhile, and, vrith the first mugful, 
hurried back to him. Ho seemed asleep ; but something in 
the tirod white face caused me to listen at his lips fbr a breath. 
None came. I touched his forehead ; it was cold : and then I 
knew that, while he waited, a better nurse than I bad given 
bim a cooler draught, and healed him with a touch. I kid 
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the sheet over the quiet sleeper, whom no noise could now 
disturb; and» half an hour later, the bed was empty. It 
seemed a poor requital for all he had sacrificed and suffered, 
—that hospital bod, lonely even in a crowd ; for there was no 
familiar face for him to look his last upon ; no friendly voice 
to say, Qood bye ; no hand to lead him gently down into the 
Valley of the Shadow ; and he vanished, like a drop in that 
red sea upon whose shores so many women stand lamenting. 
For a moment I felt bitterly indignant at this seeming caro* 
lessness of the value of life, the sanctity of death ; then eon* 
soled myself with the thought that, when the great muster 
roll was called, these nameless men might be promoted above 
many whose tall monuments reeord the barren honors thej 
have won. 

All having eaten, drank, and rested, the surgeons began 
their rounds ; and I took my first lesson in the art of dressing 
wounds. It wasn't a festive scene, by any means ; for Dr. 
P.. whose Aid I constituted myself, fell to work with a vigor 
which soon convinced me that I was a weaker vessel, though 
nothing would have induced me to confess it then. He bad 
served in the Crimea, and seemed to regard a dilapidated body 
very much as I should have regarded a damaged garment ; 
and, turning up hb cu&, whipped out a very unpleasant look- 
ing housewife, cutting, sawing, patching and piecing, with the 
enthusiasm of an accomplished surgical seamstress; explaining 
the process, in scientifio terms, to the patient, meantime ; 
which, of course, was immcnEely cheering and comfortable. 
There was an uncanny sort of fascination in watching him. as 
he peered and probed into the mechanism of those wonderful 
bodies, whose mysteries he understood so well. The more 
intricate the W3und, the better he liked it. A poor private, 
with both legs off, and shot through the lungs, possessed more 
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ittractions for him than a doioD gcnerald, sligbtl j scratched in 
00018 '* masterly retreat ;'' and had any one appeared in ^onall 
pieces, requesting to be put together again, he would have 
considered It a special dispensation. 

The amputations were reserved till the morrow, and the 
merciful magic of ether was not thought necessary that day, so 
the poor souls had to hear their pains as best they might. It 
is all very well to talk of the patience of woman ; and far be 
it from me to pluck that feather from her cap, for, heaven 
knows, she isn't allowed to wear many; but the patient 
endurance of these men, under triak of the ficsh, was truly 
wonderful Their fortitude seemed contagious, and scarcely a 
cry escaped them, though I often longed to groan for them, 
when pride kept their white lips shut, while great drops stood 
upon their foreheads, and the bed shook with the irrepressible 
tremor of their tortured bodies. One or two Irishmen anatli- 
ematized the doctors with the frankness of their nation, and 
ordered the Virgin to stand by them, as if she had been the 
wedded Biddy to whom they could administer the poker, if 
she didn't ; but, as a general thing, the work went on in 
•ilenoe, broken only by some quiet request for roller, instru- 
ments, or plaster, a sigh from the patient, or a sympathidng 
murmur from the nurse. 

It was long past noon before these repairs were even par- 
tially made ; and, having got the bodies of my boys into fcomo- 
thing like order, the next task was to minister to their minds, 
by writing letters to the anxious souls at home ; answering 
questions, reading papers, taking possession of money and 
valuables; for the eighth commandmnnt was reduced to a 
very fragmentary condition, both by the blacks and whites, 
who ornamented our hospital with their presence. Pocket 
books, purses, miniat-ires, and watches, were sealed up. 
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labelled, and handed over to the mateon, till mioh times as the 
owners thereof were ready to depart homeward or campwaid 
again. The letters dictated to me, and revised by me, that 
afternoon, would have made an excellent chapter for some 
future history of the war; for, like that which Thackeray's 
'' Ensign Spooney " wrote his mother just before Waterloo* 
they were " full of affection, pluck, and bad spelling ;'' nearly 
all giving lively accounts of the battle, and ending with a 
somewhat sadden plunge from patriotism to provender , desir- 
ing •• Mann," " Mary Ann," or *• Aunt Peters,'* to send 
along some pies, pickles, sweet stuff, and apples, *' to youm in 
haste," Joe, Bam, or Ned, as the case might be. 

My little Sergeant insisted on trying to scribble something 
with his left hand, and patiently accomplished some half doaen 
lines of hieroglyphics, which he gave me to fold and direct, 
irith a boyish blush, that rendered a glimpse of '* My Dearest 
Jane," unnecessaiy, to assure me that the heroic lad had been 
more successful in the service of Commander-in-Chief Cupid 
iban that of Oen. MaiB ; and a charming little romance blos- 
somed lustanter in Nurse Periwinkle's romantic fancy, though 
no further confidences were made that day, for Sergeant fell 
asleep, and, judging from his tranquil face, visited his absent 
sweetheart in the pleasant land of dreams. 

At five o'clock a great bell rang, and the attendants flew, 
not to arms, but to their trays, to bring up supper, when a 
second uproar announced that it vras ready. The new comers 
woke at the sound ; and I presently discovered that it took a 
veiy bad wound to incapacitate the defenders of the faith for 
tne consumption of their rations ; the amount that some of 
them sequestered was amazing ; but wben I suggested the 
probability of a famine hereafter, to tho matron, that motherly 
laily cried out : " Bless their hearts, why shouldn't they eat ? 
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Ii*B their onlj amnflenmit ; to fill eveiy one, and, if there's 
not enough ready to-night» TU lend my share to the Lord hy 
IpTing it to the boys.** And, whipping np her ooffee-pot and 
plate of toast, she gladdened the eyes and stoniaohs of two or 
three dissatisfied heroes, by serving them with a liberal hand ; 
and I haven't the slightest doubt that, having cast her bread 
npon the waters, it oame back battered, as another large* 
hearted old lady was wont to say. 

Then oame the doctor's evening visit ; theadministiationof 
modidnes ; washing feverish faces ; smoothing tumbled beds ; 
wetting wounds ; singing lullabies ; and preparations for the 
night By twelve, the iiist labor of love was done ; the last 
** good night " spoken ; and, if any needed a reward for that 
day's work, they surely received it, in the silent eloquence of 
those lung lines of faces, showing pale and peaceful in the 
shaded rooms, as we quitted them, followed by grateful glances 
that lighted us to bed, where rest, the sweetest^ made our pil- 
lows sofl, while Night and Nature took our places, fiUing that 
great house of pain with the healing miracles of Sleep, and 
his diviner brother, Death. 
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A NIGHT. 

Being fend of the night side of natare, I wnr soon promoted 
to tho post of night norso, with every faoilitj fvir indulging in 
my favorite pastime of " owling." My colleague, a black 
eyed widow, relieved me at dawn, we two taking care of 
the ward between us, like regular nurses, turn and turn 
-3 about. I usually found my boys in the jolliest state of 
mind theur condition allowed ; for it was a known fact that 
Nurse Periwinkle objected to blue devils, and entertained a 
belief that he who laughed most was surest of rooovery. At 
the beginning of my reign, dumps and dismals prevailed ; the 
nurses looked anxious and tired, the men gloomy or sad ; and a 
general •• Hark !fi*om-tho-tombs-a-doleful-sound " style of con« 
versution seemed to be the fashion : a state of things which 
caused one coming from a merry, social New England town, to 
feel as if she had got into an exhausted receiver ; and the 
instinct of self-preservation, to say nothing of a philanthropio 
desire to servo the race, caused a speedy change in Ward 
No. 1. 
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More flattering than the most gracefully turned compliment, 
more grateful than the most admiring glance, was the sight of 
those rows of faces, all strange to me a little while ago, now 
lighting up, with smiles of welcome, as I came among tliem, 
cnjoyittg that moment heartily, with a womanly pride in their 
regard, a motherly affection for them all. The evenings were 
spent in reading aloud, writing letters, waiting on and amusing 
the men, going the rounds with Dr. P., as he made his second 
daily survey, dressing my dozen wounds afresh, giving last 
doses, and making them cozy for the long hours to come, till 
the nine o^clock bell rang, the gas was turned down, the day 
nurses went off duty, the night watch came on, and my noc- 
turnal adventures began. 

My ward was now divided into three rooms ; and, under 
favor of the matron, I had managed to sort out the patients iu 
such a way that I had what [ called, " my duty room," my 
•• pleasure room," and my ** pathetic room," and worked for 
each in a different way. One, I visited, armed with a dressing 
tray, full of rollers, phisters, and pins ; another, with books, 
flowers, games, and gossip ; a third, with teapots, lulkbies, 
consolation, and, sometimes, a shroud. 

Wherever the sickest or most helpless man ebanoed to 1m» 
Aere I held my watch, often vbiting the other rooms, to see 
that the general watchman of the ward did his duty bj the 
fixes and the wounds, the latter needing constant wetting. 
Not only on this account did I meander, but viao to get frosh* 
er air than the close rcoms aflfordod ; for, owing to (he stupid- 
ity of that mysterious " somebody '' who does all the damage 
in the world, the windows had been carefully nailed down 
above, and the lower sashes could only bo raised in the mildest 
weather, for the men lay just below. I bad suggested a sum- 
mary smashing of a few panes hero and thero, when fxequent 
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tppeftlfl to headquarters had proved nnaYailiDg, and iaSt^ 
orders to la^ atcendunta had oome to nothing. No one seo- 
onded the motion, however, and the nails were far heyond my 
reach ; for» though belonging to the sisterhood of " ministering 
angels,** I had no wings, and might as well have asked foi 

I a suspension bridge, as a pair of stops, in that charitable 

I ebaoB. 

One of the harmless ghosts who bore me company dunng 
the haunted hours, was Dan, the watehman, whom I regarded 
with a certain awe ; for, though so much together, I never 
fairly saw his face, and, but for his legs, should never have 
recognised him, as we seldom met by day. These legs were 
remarkable, as was his whole figure, for his body was short, 
rotund, and done up in a big jacket, and mufHer ; his beard 
bid the lower part of his face, his hat-brim the upper; and all 
I ever discovered was a pair of sleepy eyes, and a very mild 
voice. But the logs! — very long, very thin, very crooked 
and feeble, looking like gray sausages in their tight coverings, 
and finished off with a pair of expansive, green cloth shoes, 
very like Chinese junks with the sails down. This figure, 
gliding noiselessly about the dimly-lighted rooms, was 
strongly suggestive of the spirit of a beer-barrel mounted 
on cork-screws, haunting the old hotel in search of its lost 
msdeb emptied and staved in long ago. 

Another goblin who frequently appeared to me, was the 
attendant of *'the pathetic room,'' who, being a faithful soul, 
was often up to tend two or three men, weak and wandering as 
babies, after the fever had gone. Tbo amiable creature beguiled 
the watches of the night by brewing jorums of a fearful bcv* 
erage, which he called coffee, and insisted on sharing with 
me ; coming in with a great bowl of something like mud 
soap, scalding hot, guiltless of cream, rich in an all-per^ading 
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flaror of molasses, sooroh and t'ln pot. Snch an amount of 
good will and neighborly kindness also went into the mess, 
that I never oould find the heart to refuse, bat always received 
it with thanks, sipped it with hjpooritical relish while he 
remained, and whipped it into the slop-jar the instant he 
departed , thereby gratifying him, securing one rousing laugb 
in the doziest hour of tho night, and no one was the worse foi 
the transaction but the pigs. Whether they were " out off 
untimely in their ftdns/' or not, I carefully abstained from 
inquiring. 

It was a strange life — asleep half the day, exploring 
Washington the other half, and all night hovering, like a 
massive cherubim, in a red rigolette, over the slumbering sons 
uf man. 1 liked it, and found many things to amuse, instruct^ 
and interest me. The snores alone were quite a study, vaiying 
from the mild sniff to the stentorian snort, which startled the 
echoes and hoisted the performer erect to accuse his neighbor 
of the deed, magnanimously forgive him, and, wrapping the 
drapery of his couch about him, lie down to vocal slumber. 
After listening for a week to this band of wind instruments, I 
indulged in the belief that I could recognize each by the snore 
alone, and was tempted to join the chorus by breaking out 
with John Brown's favorite hymn : 

•* BJow ye the trumpet, blow r 

I would have given much to have possessed the art of 
aketohing, for many of the faces became wonderfully interert* 
ing when unconscious. Some giow stem and grim, the men 
evidently dreaming of war, as they gave orders, groaned over 
their wounds, or damned the rebels vigorously ; some grew sad 
and infinitely pathetic, as if tho pain borne silently all day, re. 
venged itself by now betraying what the man's pride had con- 
cealed so weU. Often the roughest grew young and pleasan' 
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when sleep smoothed the hard lioes awaj, letting the real natuni 
assort itoelf ; many almost socmed to speak, and I learned to 
know these men better by night than through any intercourse 
by day. Sometimes they disappointed me, for faces that looked 
merry and good in the light, grew bad and sly when the shad- 
ows came ; and though they made no oonfidcnces in words, I 
read their lives, Icayiug them to wonder at the change of man* 
oer this midnight magio wrought in their nurse. A few talked 
busily ; one drummer boy sang sweetly, though no persuasions 
could win a note from him by day ; and several depended oo 
being told what they had talked of in the morning. Even my 
fwnstilutionals in the chilly halls, possossod a certain charm, 
for the hoasc was never still. Sentinels tramped round it all 
night long, their muskets glittering in the wintry moonlight as 
they walked, or stood before the doors, straight and silent, as 
figures of stone, causing one to ooojoro up romantic visions of 
gaarded forts, sudden surprises, and daring deeds; for in 
these war times the hum druiu life of Yankeedom has vanished, 
and tlie most pi^osaio feel some thrill of that excitement which 
stirs the nation's heart, and makes its capital a camp of hospit- 
als. Wandering up and down these lower halls, I often heard 
cries from above, steps hurrying to and fro, saw surgeons 
passing up, or men coming down carrying a stretcher, where 
lay a long white figure, whose face was shrouded and whoso 
fight was dono. Sometimes I stopped to watch the passers in 
the street, the moonlight shining on the spire opposite, or the 
gleam of some vessel floating, like a white-winged seagull, 
down the broad Potomac, whose fullest flow can never wash 
away the red stain of the land. 

The night whose events I have a fancy to record, opened 
with a little comedy, and closod with a grcut tragedy ; for a 
virtuous and useful life untimely ended is always tragical to 
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dx)fie who see not as Qod sees. My beadquarters were beside 
the bed of a New Jersey boy» crazed by the horrors of that 
dieadful Saturday. A dight woaod in the knee brought him 
there; bat bin mind hadsufibred more than his body ; some 
string of that delicate machine was OTer strained, and, for 
days, he had been re-living in imagination, the scenes he oould 
not forget, till his distress broke out in incoherent ravings, 
ptifnl to hear. As I sat by him, endeavoring to soothe his 
poor distracted brain by the constant touch of wet hands over 
his hot forehead, he lay cheeriug his comrades on, hurrying 
them back, then counting them as they fell around him, often 
dutohing my arm, to drag me from the vicinity of a bursting 
shell, or covering up his head to screen himself from a shower 
of shot; his face brilliant with fever ; his eyes restless; his 
head never still ; every muscle strained and rigid ; while an 
incessant stream of defiant shouts, whispered warnings, and 
broken laments, poured from his lips with that forceful bewil- 
derment which makes such wanderings so bard to overhear. 

It was past eleven, and my patient was slowly weaiying 
himself into fitful intervals of quietude, when, in one of these 
pauses, a curious sound arrested my attention. Looking over 
my shoulder, I saw a one-legged phantom hopping nimbly 
down the room ; and, going to meet it, recognized a certaia 
Pennsylvania gentleman, whose wound-fever had taken a turn 
for the worse, and, depriving him of the few wits a drunken 
ounpaign kad loft him, set him literally trip^^ing on the light, 
fiuitastic toe " toward home,'' as he blandly informed me, 
touching the militaiy cap which formed a striking contrast to 
the severe nmpUcity of the rest of his wtdreu uniform. 
When sane, the least movement produced a roar of pain or 
a volley of oaths ; but the departure of reason seemed to 
have wrought an agreeable change, both in the man and his 
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mannerB ; for, balaDcing himself on one leg, like a meditatiye 
stork, he planged into an animated discussion of the war, the 
President, luger beer, and Enfield rifles, regardless of any 
suggestions of mine as to the proprietj of i*etuming to beds 
lest he be court-martialed for desertion. 

Any thing mora supi-cmoly ridiculous can hardly be im 
agined than this figure, all draped in white, its one foot 
covered with a big blue sock, a dingy cap sot rakingly askf'W 
on its shaven head, and placid eatisfaotion beaming in its 
broad red face, as it flourished a mug in one hand, an old 
boot in the other, calling them canteen and knapsack, while it 
skipped and fluttered in the most unearthly fashion. What to 
do with the creature I didn't know ; Dan was absent, and if I 
went to find him, the perambulator might festoon himself oat 
of the window, set his toga on fire, or do some of his neighbors 
a mischief. The attendant of the room was sleeping like a 
near relative of the celebrated Seven, and nothing short of 
pins would rouse him ; for he had been out that day, and whis* 
key assorted its supremacy in balmy whiflfe. Still declaiming, 
in a fine flow of eloquence, the demented gentleman hopped 
on, blind and deaf to my graspings and entreaties ; and I 
was about to slum the door in his face, and run for help, 
when a second and saner phantom came to the res'cue. 
in the likeness of a big Prussian, who spoke no English, 
but divined the crisis, and put an end to it, by bundling tb« 
lively moDoped into his bed. like a baby, with an authoritative 
command to *• stay put," which received added weight from 
being delivered in an odd conglomeration of French and Ger- 
man, accompanied by warning wags of a head decorated with 
a yellow cotton night cap, rendered most imposing by a tassel 
like a bell-pull Rather exhausted by bis excursion, the mem- 
ber from Pennsylvania subsided ; and, after an irrepressible 
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kngh together, my Prussian ally and myself were refcaroing 
to our places, wben the echo of a sob caused us to glance along 
the beds. It came from one in the comer — such a little bed ! 
— and such a tearful little face looked up at us, as we stopped 
beside it ! The twelve years old drummer boy was not sing* 
ing now, but sobbing, with a manly effort all the while to stifle 
the distressful sounds that would break out. 

''What is it, BiUy?" I asked, as he rubbed the teait 
. away, and checked himself in the middle of a groat sob to 
answer plaintively : 

" I've got a chill, ma'am, but I aint ciyin' for that, 'cause 
I'm used to it. I dreamed Kit was here, and when I waked 
up he wasn't, and I couldn't help it, then." 

The boy came in with the rest, and the man who was taken 
dead from the ambulance was the Kit ho mourned. Well he 
might ; for, when the wounded were brought from Fredericks- 
burg, the child lay in one of the camps thereabout, and 
this good friend, though sorely hurt himself, would not leave 
him to the ezpo8u\-e and neglect of such a time and place ; 
but, wrapping him in his own blanket, carried him in his arms 
to the transport, tended him during the passage, and only 
yielded up hLs charge when Death met him at the door ci 
the hospital which promised care and comfort for the boy. 
For ten days, Billy had burned or shivered with fever and 
ague, pining the while for Kit, and refusing to be oomfozted, 
because he had not been able to thank him for the generous 
protection, which, perhaps, bad cost the giver's life. The 
vivid dream had wrung the childish heart with a fresh pang, 
and when I tried the solace fitted for his years, the remorseful 
fear that haunted him found vent in a fresh burst of tears, as 
he looked at the wasted hands I was endeavoring to warm : 

' Oh I if I'd only been as thin wben Kit carried me as I am 
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now, maybe he wouldn't have died ; but I was heayy, he wai 
hart worser than we knew, and so it killed him ; and I didn't 
aee him, to say good bye.'' 

This thonght had troubled him in secret ; and my assuv* 
anoos that his friend would probably have died at all eventa, 
hardly assuaged the bitterness of his regretful grief. 

At this juncture, the delirious man began to about ; the oiie« 
legged rose up in his bed, as if preparing for another dart, 
Billy bewailed himself more pi(:eou8]y than before : and if 
ever a woman was at her wit's end, that distracted female was 
Nurse Periwinkle, during the space of two or three minntea, 
as she vibrated between the three beds, like an agitated pen- 
dulum. Like a most opportune reinforcement, Dan, the bandy, 
appeared, and deyoted himself to the lively party, leaving me 
free to return to my post ; for the Prussian, with a nod and a 
smile, took the lad away to his own bed, and lulled him to 
sleep with a soothing murmur, like a mammoth humble bee 
I liked that in Fritz, and if he ever wondered afterward at the 
dainties which sometimes found their way into his rations, or 
the extra comforts of his bed, he might have found a solution 
of the mystery in sundry persons' knowledge of the fatherly 
action of that night. 

Hardly was I settled again, when the inevitable bowl 
appeared, and its bearer delivered a message I had ezpeetod, 
yet dreaded to receive : 

'* John is going, ma'am, and wants to see you, if you oao 
•ome." 

" The moment this boy is asleep; tell him so, and let me 
know if I am in danger of being too late." 

My, Ganymede departed, and while I quieted poor Shaw, 1 
thought of John. Ho came in a day or two after the others I 
and, one evening, when I entered my '* pathetic room," I 
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found a lately emptied bed oooapied by a large, foir man, 
with a fine face, and the serenest eyes I ever met. One of 
the earlier comers bad often spoken of a friend, wbo bad 
remained behind, that those apparently worse woanded than 
himself might reach a shelter first. It seemed a David and 
Jonathan sort of firiendsbip. The man fretted for bis mate, 
and was ueyer Ured of prusing John — bis courage, sobriety, 
solf-denial, and unfiiiling kindliness of heart ; always winding 
up witb : *' He's an out an' out fine feller, ma'am ; you see 
if he aint." 

I had some cariosity to behold this piece of excellence, and 
when he came, watched him for a night or two, before I made 
friends with him ; for, to tell the truth, I was a little afraid of / 
the stately looking man, whose bed bad to be lengthened to /^ 
accommodate bis commanding stature; wbo seldom spoke, 
uttered no complaint, asked no sympathy, but tranquilly 
observed what went on about him ; and, as be lay high upon 
bis pillows, no picture of dying statesman or warrior was ever 
fuller of real dignity than this Virginia blacksmith. A most 
attractive face he bad, framed in brown hair and beard, comely 
featured and full of vigor, as yet unsubdued by pain ; thought- 
ful and often beautifully mild while watching the afflictions of 
others, as if entirely forgetful of his own. His mouth was 
grave and firm, with plenty of will and courage in its lines, ^ 
but a smile could make it as sweet as any woman's ; and bb ''p^ 
eyes were child's eyes, looking one fairly in the face, with a 
clear, straightforward glance, which promised well for snch as 
placed their fiiith in him. He seemed to ding to life, as if it 
wero rich in duUes and delights, and he had learned the secret 
of content. The only time I saw his composure disturbed, 
was when my surgeon brought another to examine John, who 
scrutinized their faces with an anxious look, asking of tlis 
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cider : *' Do yon think I (ball pull through, ArV* ** I hope 
00, mj man.'^ And, as the two passed on John's eye still 
foilowod thorn, with an intcntnoss which would have won a 
truer answer from them, had thej seen it. A momentary 
shadow flitted over his face ; then came the usual serenity, at 
jf, in that brief eoIi|>se, ho had acknowledged the existence of 
some bard possibility, and, asking nothing yet hoping all 
things, left tho issue in Qod's hands, with that submissioa 
which is true piety. 

The next night, as I wont my rounds with Dr. P., I 
happened to ask which man in the room probably suffered 
most ; and, to my great surprise, ho glanced at John : 

'* Every breath he draws is like a stab ; for tho ball pierced 
the left lung, broke a rib, and did no end of damage here and 
there : so the poor lad can find neither forgctfulness nor ease, 
because he must lie on his wounded back or suffocate. It 
will be a hard struggle, and a long one, for he possot^ses great 
vitality ; but even his temperate life can't save him ; I wish it 
could." 

" You don't mean he must die. Doctor?'* 

" Bless yon, thcre*s not the slightest hope for him ; and 
you'd better tell him so before long ; women have a way of 
doing such things comfortably, so I leave it to you. Ho 
won't last more than a day or two, at furthest." 

I could have sat down on the spot and cried heartily, if I 
had not learned the wisdom of bottling up one's tears for 
leisure moments. Such an end seemed very hai'd for such a 
man, when half a dozen worn out, worthless bodies round him, 
were gathering up the remnants of wasted lives, to linger on 
fi>r years perhapSi burdens to others, daily reproacbcs to 
Ihemsclves. The army needed men like John, earnest, brave, 
imd faithful; fightiiig for libeity and justice with both heart 
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ind haud, trae soMien of the Lofd. I gouM not give him 
Q]) 80 Roon, or think with any patience of so excellent a nature 
lobbed of its fulfiraont, and blundered into eternity by the 
raahoess or stnpidity of those at whose hands so many lives 
may bo required. It was an easy thing for Dr. P. to say : 
'' Tell him he mast die/' but a cruelly hard thing to do, and 
by no means as " oomfortable *' as he politely suggested. I 
had not the heart to do it then, and priyately indulged the 
hope that some change for the better might take plaoe, in spits 
of gloomy propheaies ; so, rendering my task unneoessary . 

A few minutes later, as I came in again, with fresh rollers, 
I saw John sitdng erect, with no one to support him, while 
the surgeon dressed his back. I had never hitherto seen it 
done ; for, having simpler wounds to attend to, and knowing 
the fideli^ of the attendant, I had left John to him, thinking 
it might be more agreeable and safe ; for both strength and 
experience were needed in his case. I had forgotten that the 
strong man might long for the gentle tendance of a woman*! 
hands, the sympathetic magncti** n of a woman's presence, aa 
well as the feebler souls about him. The Doctor's words 
caused me to reproach myself with neglect, not of any real 
duty perhaps, but of tliose little cares and kindnesses thai 
solace homesick spirits, and make the heavy hours pass easier. 
John looked lonely and forsaken just then, as he sat with bent 
head, hands folded on his knee, and no outward sign of sofforing, 
Itll, looking nearer, I saw great tears roll down and drop 
upon the floor. It was a new sight there ; for, though I bad 
scon many suffer, some swore, some groaned, most endured 
silently, but none wept. Yet it did not seem weak, only very 
touching, and straightway my fear vanished, my heart opened 
wide and took him in, as, gathering the bent head in my armSi 
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1^ as froclj aa if Tie had been a little ohild, I said, " Let ma 
bolp yoa bear it, John/' 

Never, on any human countenance, have I seen so swift 
and beantifnl a look of gratitade, surprise and comfort, aa that 
which answered me more eloquently than the whispered— 

"Thank you, ma'am, this is right good I this is what I 
wanted t" 

'* Then why not ask for it before?'' 

" I didn't like to be a trouble ; you seemed so busy, and I 
eonld manage to get on alone." 

" You shall not want it any more, John." 

Nor did he ; for now I understood the wistful look that 
sometimes followed me, as I went out, after a brief pause 
beside his bed, or moroly a passing nod, while busied with 
those who seemed to need me more than he, because more 
I urgent in their demands. Now I knew that to him, as to so 
\ many, I was the poor substitute for mother, wife, or sister. 
1 and in his eyes no stranger, but a friend who hitherto had 
' seemed neglectful ; for, in his modesty, he had never guessed 
the truth. This was changed now ; and, through the tedious 
operation of probing, bathing, and dressing his wounds, he 
leaned against me, holding my hand fust, and, if pain wrung 
further tears from him, no one saw them fall but me. When 
he was laid down again, I hovered about him, in a remorseful 
state of mind that would not lot me rest, till I had bathed hia 
hoBt brushed his bonny brown hair, set all things smooth 
about him, and laid a knot of heath and heliotrope on his 
clean pillow. While doing this, he watched me with the sat- 
Esficd expression I so liked to see ; and when I offered the 
little nosegay, held it carefully in his great hand, smoothed a 
ruffled leaf or two, surveyed and smelt it with an air of 
genuine delight, and lay contentedly regarding the glimmer of 
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the BODshina on the green. Although the manliest man among 
my forty, he said, " Yes, ma'am/' like a little boy ; Teoeived 
suggestions for his comfort with the quick smile that brightened 
his ^bole faoe; an.d now and then, as I stood tidying the 
table by his bed, I felt him sofUy touch my gown, as if to 
assure himself that I was there. Anything more natural and 
frank I noTor saw, and found this brsTe John as bashful as 
brave, yet full of ezoellencies and fine aspirations, which, 
having no power to express themselves in words, seemed to 
have bloomed into his character and made bim what he was. 

After that night, an hour of each evening that remained to 
him was devoted to his ease or pleasure. He could not talk 
much, for breath was precious, and he spoke in whispers ; bat 
from occasional conversations, I gleaned scraps of private 
histdy which only added to the affection and respect I felt for 
him. Once he asked me to write a letter, and as I settled pen 
and paper, I said, with an irrepressible glimmer of feminine 
curiosity, " Shall it be addressed to wife, or mother, John ?" 

" Neither, ma'am ; I've got no wife, and will write to 
mother myself when I get bettor. Did you think I was 
married because of this ?" he asked, touching a plain ring he 
wore, and often turned thoughtfully on his fioger when he lay 
alone. 

" Partly that, but more from a settled sort of look you 
have; a look which young men seldom get until they many." 

"I didn't know that; but Tm not so very young, ma'am, 
thirty in May, and have been what you might call settled this 
ten years. Mother's a widow, I'm the oldest child she has, 
and it wouldn't do for me to many until Lizzy has a home oi 
her own, and Jack's learned his trade ; for weVe not rich, 
and I must be father to the children and husband to the deai 
old woman, if I can." 
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*' No doubt bat yon are both, John ; yet how oame yoa to 
go to war, if yoa felt 00 ? Wasn't enlisting as bad as mar* 

lying f 

" No, ma'am, not as I see it, for one is helping tpj neighbor, 
the other pleasing myself. I went becaoso I oouldn*t help it 
I didn't want the glory or the pay ; I wanted the right thing 
done, and people kept saying the men who were in earnest 
ought to fight. I was in earnest, the Lord knows ! bat I held 
off as long as I oould, not knowing which was my duty. 
Mothur saw the case, gave me her ring to keep me steady, and 
said • Oo :' so I wont." 

A short story and a simple one, bat the man and the mother 
were portrayed better than pages of fine writing could have 
done it. 

" Do yoa over regret that yoa oame, when you lie here 
Bttfifcring so much ?" 

" Never, ma'am ; I haven't helped a great deal, but I'v« 
shown I was willing to givb uiy life, and perhaps I've got to ; 
but I don't blame anybody, and if it was to do over again, I'd 
do it. I*m a little sorry I wasn't wouuded in front ; it looks 
cowardly to be hit in the back, but I obeyed orders, and it 
don't matter in the end, I know." 

Poor John !* it did not matter now, except that a shot in 
front might have spared the long agony in store for him. He 
Kemcd to read the thought that troulilcd mo, as he spoke so 
hopefully when there was no hope, for he suddenly added : 

'* This is my first battle; do they think it's going to be my 
last?" 

" I'm afraid thoy do, John." 

It was the hardest question I had ever been called upon to 
answer ; doubly hard with those clear eyes fixed on mine, 
forcing a truthful answer by their own truth He soemed a 
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Etde startled at first, pondered oyer the &toful faet a moAient, 
then shook his head, with a glaDce at the broad cheat and 
muaeular limbs stretched out before him : 

*' I'm not afraid, but it's difficult to believe all at once. I'm 
so strong it don't seem possible for such a little wound to kill 

■MA " 

no. 

Men 7 MerouUo's dying words glanced through my memory 
as he spoke : " 'Tis not so doep as a well, nor so wide as a 
ehurch door, but 'tis enough." And John would have said 
the same could he have seen the ominous black holes between 
his shoulders ; he never had, but, seeing the ghastly sights 
alx>ut him, could not believe his own woand more fatal than 
these, for all tho sufiering it caused him. 

" Shall I write to your mother, now ?" I asked, thinking 
that these sadden tidings might change all plans and puposes. 
But they did not ; for tho man received the order of tho Divine 
Commander to march with the same unquestioning obedience 
with which the soldier had leceived that of tho human one ; 
doubtless remembering that the first led him to life, and the 
last to death. 

*' No, ma'am ; to Jack just the same ; he'll break it to 
faer best, and I'll add a line to her myself when you get 
done." 

So I wrote the letter which he dictated, finding it better 
than any I had sent ; for, though here and there a little ungram- 
maticai or inelegant, each sentence came to me briefly worded« 
but most expressive; full of excellent counsel to tho boy» 
tenderly bequeathing *' mother and Lizsie " to bis care, and 
bidding him good bye in words the sadder for their simplici^. 
He added a few lines, with steady hand, and, as I sealed it, 
said, with a patient sort of sigh, '* I hope the answer wiU 
eome in time for me to seo it ;" then, turning away his face. 
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laid the flowers against bis lips, as if to bide some quiver of 
emotioD at tbe thought of sach a sadden snndoring of ail the 
dear home ties. 

These things bad happened two days before ; now John 
was dying, and the letter had not oome. I bad been sum- 
moned to many death beds in my life, but to none that made 
my heart ache as it did then, since my mother called me te 
watch the departure of a spirit akin to this in its gentluness 
and patient strength. As I went in, John stretched out both 
bands: 

" I knew you'd come t I guess Fm moving on, ma'am." 

He was ; and so rapidly that, even while he spoke, over bis 
face I saw the grey veil falling that no human band can lift. 
I sat down by him, wiped the drops from his forehead, stirred 
the air about him with the slow wave of a fan, and waited to 
help him die. He stood in sore need of help — and I could 
do so little ; for, as the doctor had torctold, the strong body 
rebelled against death, and fdugbt every inch of the way, 
forcing him to draw each breath with a spasm, and clench hia 
bands with an imploring look, as if he asked, ** How long 
must I endure this, and be still I" For hours he suffered 
dumbly, without a moment's respite, or a moment's murmuring ; 
his limbs grew cold, bis face damp, his lips white, and, again 
and-again, he tore the covering off his breast, as if the lightest 
weight added to his agony ; yet through it all, his eyes never 
lost their perfect serenity, and the man's soul seemed to «t 
therein, undaunted by the ills that vexed his ficsh. 

One by one, the men woke, and round the room appeared 
a circle of pale fiices and watchful eyes, full of awe and pity ; 
for, though a stranger, John was beloved by all. Each man 
there had wondered at his patience, rc^-pccted his piety, admired 
his f04*tJtude, and now lamented his hard death; for the 
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hflnenoe of an nprigbt nafcore had made itself deeply felt^ 
even in one little week. Presently, the Jonathan who so 
loved this oomely David, oame creeping from bis bed for a 
last look and word. The kind sool was fall of trouble, as the 
eboke in his voice, the grasp of bis band, betrayed ; but there 
were no tears, and the farewell of the friends was the mora 
touching for its brevity. 

** Old boy, bow axe joaV* Mtered the one. 

*' Most through, thank heaven V* whispered the other. 

•• Can I say or do anything for you anywheres?'* 

*' Take my things home, and tell them that I did my best^ 

" I will I I will V 

"Good bye, Ned." 

" Good bye, John, good bye I" 

They kissed each other, tenderly as women, and so parted, 
for poor Ned could not stay to see his comrade die. For a 
little while, there was no sound in the room but the drip ol 
water, from a stump or two, and John's distressful gasps, aa 
he slowly breathed his life away. I thought him nearly gone, 
and had just laid down the fan, believing its heFp to be no 
longer needed, when suddenly he rose up in his bed, and cried 
out with a bitter cry that broke the silence,' sharply startling 
every one with its agonized appeal : 

" For GM's sake, give me air !" 

Tt was the only cry pain or death had wrung from him, the 
enly boon he had asked ; and none of us could grant it, for 
all the airs that blew were useless now. Dan flung up the 
window. The first red streak of dawn was warming the giey 
east, a herald of the coming sun ; John saw it, and with the 
love of light which lingers in us to the end, seemed to read in 
h a sign of hope of help, for, over his whole fiace there broke 
that mysterious expression, brighter than any smile, which 
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often oomes to ejos that look their last. He laid himself 
gently down ; and, stretching out his strong right arm, as if to 
grasp and bring the blessed air to his lips in a fuller flow, 
lapsed into a merciful unconsciousness, which assured us that 
for him suffering was forever past. He died then ; for, though ' 
the heavy breaths still tore their way up for a little longer, 
Ihey were but the waves of an ebbing tide that beat unfelt 
against the wreck, which an immortal voyager had deserted 
with a smile. He never spoke again, but to the end held my 
hand close, so dose that when he was asleep at last, I could 
not draw it away. Dan helped me, warning me as he did 30 
that it was unsafe for dead and living flesh to lie so long 
together ; but though my hand was strangely cold and stiff, 
and four white marks remained across its back, even when 
warmth and color had returned elsewhere, I could not but be 
glad that, through its touch, the presence of human sympathy, 
perhaps, had lightened that hard hour. 

When they had made him ready for the grave, John lay in 
stato for half an hour, a thing which seldom happened in thai 
btisy place ; but a universal sentiment of reverence and 
affection seemed (o £11 the hearts of all who had known or 
heard of him; and when the rumor of his death went through 
the house, always astir, many came to see him, and I felt a 
tender sort of pride in my lost patient ; for he looked a most 
> heroic figure, lying there stately and still as the statue of some 
^ young knight asleep upon his tomb. The lovely expression 
which so oden beautifies dead faces, soon replaced the marks 
of pain, and I longed for those who loved him best to see him 
when half an hour's acquaintance with Death had made them 
friends. As we stood looking at him, the ward master handed 
me a letter, saying it had been forgotten the night before. It 
w^a John's letter, come just an hour too lato lo gladden the 
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eyes ihat bad longed and looked for it so eagerly I but be bad 

it ; for, after I bad eat some brown looks for bis motber, and 

taken off tbe ring to send ber, telling bow well tbe talisman 

bad done its work, I kissed tbis good son for ber sake, and 

laid the letter in bis band, still folded as wben I drew my 

own away, fooling that its place was tbere, and making myself 

happy with the thought, that, even in his solitaiy grave in the 

** Government Lot," be wonld not be without some token of 

the love wbiob makes life beantifol and outlives death. Then 

I left him, glad to have known so genuine a man, and carrying 

with me an enduring memory of the brave Virginia blacksmith, 

as he lay serenely waiting for the dawn of that long day 

wliicb knows no night. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

OFF DUTY-. 

** My clear girl, we shall have you sick in your bed, unless 
you keep yourself warm and quiet for a few days. Widow 
Wadman oan take care of the ward alone, now the men are so 
comfortable, and have her vacation when yon are about again. 
Now do be prudent in time, and don't let me have to add a 
Periwinkle to my bouquet of patients." 

This advice was delivered, in a paternal manner, by the 
}*>unge8t surgeon in the hospital, a kind*hearted little gentle- 
man, who seemed to consider me a (rail young blossom, that 
needed much cherishing, instead of a stout spinster, who 
had been knocking about the world for thirty years. At the 
Ume I write of, he discovered me sitting on the stairs, with a 
fine cloud of unwholesome steam rising from the washroom ; 
a party of January breezes disporting themselves in the halls ; 
and perfumes, by no means from " Araby the blest," keeping 
them company; while I enjoyed a fit of coughing, which 
caused my head to spin in a way that made the application of 
a cool banister both necessary and agreeable, as I waited foi 
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tiie frolicsome wind to restore the breath I'd lost ; cheering 
mjself, meantime, with a secret conyiotion that pneumonia 
was waiting for me round the comer. This piece of advice 
had been offered by sereral persons for a week, and refused 
by me with the obetinaoy with which my sex is so richly gifted. 
Bui the last few hours had developed several surprising internal 
and external phenomena, which impressed upon me the fact 
that if I didn't make a masterly retreat very soon, I should 
iunble down somewhere, and have to be borne ignominiously 
from the field. My head felt like a cannon ball ; my feet had 
a tendency to cleave to the floor ; the walls at times undulated 
m a most disagreeable manner; people looked unnaturally 
big ; and the very bottles on the mantle piece appeared to 
dance derisively before my eyes. Taking these things into 
consideration, while blinking stupidly at Dr. Z., I resolved to 
retire gracefully, if I must ; so, with a valedictory to my boys, 
a private lecture to Mrs. Wadman, and a fervent wish that I 
eonld take off my body and work in my soul, I moumfblly 
ascended to my apaitment, and Nurse P. was reported ofl 
duty. 

For the benefit of any ardent damsel whose patriotic fancy 
may have surrounded hospital life with a halo of charms, I 
will briefly describe the bower to which Iretirod,in a somewhat 
ruinous condition. It was well ventilated, for five panes of 
glass had suffered compound fractures, which all the surgeons 
and nurses had failed to heal ; the two windows were draped 
with sheets, the church hospital opposite being a brick and 
mortar Argus, and the female mind cheiishing a prejudice in 
fiivor of retiracy during the night-capped periods of existence. 
A. bare floor supported two narrow iron beds, spread with thin 
mattrasses like plasters, furnished with pillows in the last 
stages of i^onsuinption. In a fire place, guiltless of shovel 
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toDgs, andiroos, or grato, barnod a log. inch by inch, being boo 
lonp; to go on all at onoo; so, while the fire biased away at ono 
end, I did the same at the other, as I tripptid over it a doien 
times a day, and flew up to poke it a dozen times at night. A 
nsirror (let us be elegant ! ) of the dimensions of a mufl)n» 
and about as reflectiye, hung OTcr a tin basin, blue pitcher, 
jad a brace of yellow mugs. Two invalid tables, ditto chairH, 
wandered here and there, and the closet contained a yaried 
ooUeotion of bonnets, bottles, begs, boots, bread and butter, 
boxes and bugs. The closet was a regular Blue Beard 
cupboard to me ; I always opened it with fear and trembling, 
owing to rats, and shut it in anguish of spirit ; for time and 
space were not to be had, and chaos leigned along with i\m 
rats. Our chimney-piece was decorated with a flat-iron, a 
Bible, a csandle minus stick, a lavender bottle, a new tin pun, 
so brilliant that it served nicely for a pier>glaes, and such of 
the portly black bugs as prefcn-cd a warmer climate than the 
rubbish hole afforded. Two arks, commonly called trunks, 
lurked behind the door, containing the worldly goods of the 
twain who laughed and cried, slept and scrambled, in this 
refuge ; while from the white-washed walls above either bed. 
looked down the pictured fioes of those whose memory could 
make for us — - 

** One little room an ererywheie.'* 

For a day or two I managed to appear at meals ; for tija 
huiTBU grub must eat till the butterfly is ready to break loose, 
and no one had time to come up two flights while it was 
possible for me to come down. Far be it from me to add 
another aflliction or reproach to that enduring man, the stew- 
ard ; for, compared with his predecessor, he was a horn of 
plenty; but — I put it to any candid mind — is not the 
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tbllowiDg biD of fare pomeptiblo of improreroent, withoat 
plongiDg tho nation madly into debt? The three meab were 
*' pretty rone b of a mncbness/' and consulted of beef evidcntiy 
pnt down for tho men of 76 ; pork» just in from the stroet ; 
army bread, composed of saw-dust and ralerntas ; bntter, salt 
as if churned by Lot's wife ; stewed blackberries, so mncb 
like preserved cockroaches, that only those devoid of in ag^n» 
tioQ could partake thereof with relish; coffee, mild and 
muddy; tea, three dried huckleberry leaves to a quart of 
water — flavored with lime — also animated and unconscious of 
any approach to clearness. Variety being the spTce of life, a 
small pinch of the article would have been appreciated by tho 
hungiy, hardworking sisterhood, one of whom, though accus- 
tomed to plain fare, soon found herself reduced to bread and 
water ; having an inborn repugnance to the fat of the land, 
and tho salt of the earUi. 

Another peculiarity of these hoppiral mea?js was the rapidity 
with which the edibles vanished, and tho impossibility of getting 
a drop or crumb af^cr tho usual time. At the first ring of the 
bell, a general stampede took place ; some twenty hungiy 
souls rushed to the dining-room, swept over the table like a 
swarm of locusts, and left no frngment for any tardy creature 
who arrived fiAeen minutes late. Tfi!nking it of more import- 
ance that the patients lehculd be well and comfortably fed, I 
took my time about my own meals for the first day or two 
uAar I came, but was speedily enlightened by Isaac, the black 
waiter, who bore with me a few times, and then informed me, 
looking as stern as fate : 

" I say, mam, ef you comes so late you can't have no 
vittles, — 'cause I'm 'bleeged fer ter git things ready fer do 
doctors 'mazin' spry arter you nusses and folks is done. De 
gen'lemen don't keie fer ter wait, no more does I ; so yon 
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Jes' plotse ter oome at de time, and dere won't be no iireltm' 
nowheres." 

It was a new sensation to stand looking at a full table, 
painfully oonscious of one of the Taennms wbieb Nature 
abhors, and recciye orders to right about face, without 
partaking of the nourishment whieh jour inner woman elam- 
sronslj demanded. The doctors always fared better than we; 
and for a moment a desporatb impulse prompted mo to give 
them a hint, by walking off with the mutton, or confiscating 
the pie. But Ike's eye was on me, and, to my shame be it 
spoken, I walked meekly away ; went dinnerless that day; 
and that eyening went to market, laying in a small stock of 
crackers, cheese and apples, that my boys might not be 
neglected, nor myself obliged to bolt solid and liquid dyspep- 
sias, or starve. This pbn would have succeeded admirably 
had not the evil star under which I was born, been in the 
ascendant during that month, and cast its malign influences 
even into my " 'uroble " lorder ; for the rats had their de«»crt 
off my cheese, the bugs set up housekeeping in ray erncker- 
Ixig, and the apples, like all worldly riches, took to themselves 
wings and flew away; whither no man could tell, though 
certain black imps might have thrown light upon the matter, 
had not the phintiff in the case been loth to add another to 
the many trials of long-suffering Africa. After this failure I 
resigned myself to fate, and, remembering that bread was called 
the staff of life, leaned pretty exclusively upon it ; but it 
proved a broken reed, and I came to the ground after a few 
weeks of prison fare, varied by an occasional potato or surrep- 
titious sip of milk. 

Very soon after leaving the care of my ward, I discovered 
that I had no r.ppctite, and cut the bread and butter interests 
almost entirely, trying the exercise and sun cure instead. 
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Fluttering myself tbat I had plenty of time, and oonld see all 
lliat was to be seen, so far as a lone lorn female eoold venture 
in a city, one-balf of whose male population seemed to be 
taking the other half to tie guardhouse, — eyery morning I 
took a brisk run in one direction or another ; for the January 
days were as mild as Spring. A rollicking north wind and 
occasional snow storm would have been more to my taste, foi 
the one would haye braced and refreshed tired body and soul, 
the other haye purified the air, and spread a clean coyerlid 
oyer the bed, whereb (he capital of these United States 
appeared to be dozing pretty soundly just then. 

One of these tri|.s was to the Armory Hospital, the neatness, 
comfort, and conyenienoe of which makes it an honor to its 
presiding genius, and arouses all the covetous propensities of 
such nurses as came from other hospitals to viut it 

The long, clean, warm, and airy wards, built barrtiok-fashion, 
with the nurse's room at the end, were fully appreciated by 
Nurse Periwinkle, whose ward and pi-ivate bower were cold, 
dirty, inconvenient, up stairs and down stairs, and in every- 
body's chamber. At the Armory, in ward K, I found a 
cheery, bright-eyed, white-aproned little lady, reading at her 
post near the stove ; matting under her feet ; a draft of fresh 
air flowing in above her head ; a table full of trays, glasses, 
and such matters, on one side, a large, well-stocked medicine 
chest on the other; and all her duty seemed to be going about 
now and then to give doses, issue orders, which well- trained 
attendants executed, and pet, advise, or comfort Tom, Dick, 
or Harry, as she found b€»t. As I watched the proceedings, 
I recalled my own tribulations, and contnubted the two hospitals 
in a way that would have caused my summary dismissal, could 
it have been reported at headquarters. Here, order, method, 
eommon sense and liberality seemed to rule in a stylo 
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that did one's beurt good to see ; at the Hnrly burly Hotel« 
disorder, disoomfort, bad management, and no visible bead* 
reduced things to a condition which I despair of describing. 
The drcnmlocation fashion prevailed, forms and fusses tor 
monted our souls, and unnecessaiy strietness in one place waa 
counterbalanced by unpardonable laxity in another. Hore is 
a sample : I am dressing Sam Dammer's shoulder ; and, having 
deansed the wound, look about for some stripe of adheeive 
plaster to hold on the little square of wet linen which is to 
cover the gunshot wound ; the case is not in the tray; Frank, 
the sleepy, half-sick attendant, knows nothing of it; we 
rummage high and low; Sam is tired, and fumes; Frank 
dawdles and yawns; the men advise and laugh at the fluriy ; 
I feel like a boiling tea-kettle, with the lid ready to fly off and 
damage somebody. 

*' Go and borrow some from the next ward, and spend the 
rest of the day in finding ours," I finally command. A pause ; 
ihen Frank souffles back with the message : " Miss Peppercorn 
ain't got none, and says you ain't no business to lose your own 
duds and go borrowin' other folkses." I say nothing, for fear 
of saying too much, but fly to the surgery. Mr. Toddypestle 
informs me that I can't have anything without an order from 
the surgeon of my ward. Great heavens ! where is he ? and 
away I rush, up and down, here and there, till at last I find 
him, in a state of bliss over a complicated amputation, in the 
fourth story. I make my demand; he answers: *'In five 
minutes," and works away, with his head upside down, as he 
laes an artery, saws a bone, or does a little needle-work, with 
, a visible relish and very sanguinary pair of hands. The five 
' minutes grow to fifteen, and Frank appears, with the remark 
that, " Dammer wants to know what in thunder you are 
keeping him there with his finger on a wet rag for?" Dr. P. 
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le«n hinmelf away long enongh to scribble tbe oitler, with 
which I plaDge downward to the surgery again, find the door 
looked, and, while hammering away on it, am told that two 
friends are waiting to see mo in the hall. The matron being 
away, her parlor is locked, and there is no where to see my 
guests but in my own room, and no time to enjoy them till 
the plaster is found. I settle this matter, and oiroalate through 
the house to find Toddypestle, who has no right to leave the 
suigory till night. He is difcovered in the dead house, smoking 
a oigar, and yery much the worse for his researches among the 
spirituous preparations that fill the surgery shelves. He is 
inclined to bo gallant, and pats the finishing blow to the fire 
of my wrath ; for the tea-kettle lid flics off, and driving him 
before me to his poet, I iling down the order, take what I 
choose ; and, leaving the absui-d incapable kissing his hand to 
me, depart, feeling as Orandma Riglcsty is reported to have 
done, when she vainly sought for chips, in Bimlcek Jackwood*s 
*' shifless paster/' 

I find Dammer a well acted charade of his own name, and, 
just as I get him done, struggling the while with a burning 
denre to dap an adhesive strip aoross his mouth, full of 
heaven-deiying oaths, Fiank takes up his boot to put it on, 
and excbims : 

" I*m blest ef here ain't that case now 1 I recollect seeing 
it fall in this momin', but forgot all about it, till my heel 
went smash inter it. Here, ma'am, ketch hold on it, and give 
the boys a sheet on't all round, 'gainst it tumbles inter t*other 
boot next time yer want it." 

If a look could annihilate, Francis Saucebox would have 
ceased to exist; but it couldn't; therefore, he yet lives, to 
aggravate some unhappy woman's soul, and wax fat in some 
equally oongenial situation. 
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Now, wbile I*m freeing my mind, I sbould like to ^ntcr mj 
protest against employing convalescents as atiendauta, instead 
of strong, properly trained, and cbeerfal men. How it may 
be in other places I cannot say ; but hero it was a source of 
constant trouble and confusion, these feeble, ignorant men 
trying to sweep, scrub, lift, and wait upon their sicker comrades. 
One, with a diseased heart, was expected to run up and down 
stairs, cany heavy trays, and move helpless men ; he tried it, 
and grew rapidly worse than when he first came : and, when 
be was ordered out to march away to the convalescent hospital, 
fell, in a sort of fit, before he turned the corner, and was 
brought back to die. Another, hurt by a fall from his horse, 
endeavored to do his duty, but failed entirely, and the wrath 
of the ward master fell upon the nurse, who must either scrub 
the rooms horaelf, or take the lecture ; for the boy looked stout 
and well, and the master never happened to see him turn 
white with pain, or hear him groan in bis sleep when an invol- 
untary motion strained his \)oot back. Constant complaints 
were being made of incompetent attendants, and some dozen 
women did double duty, and then were blamed for breaking 
down. If any hospital director fancier thi& a good and 
economical arrangement, allow one used up nurse to tell him 
it isn't, and beg him to spare the sisterhood, who scmetimes, 
in their sympathy, forget that they are mortal, and lun the 
risk of being made immortal, sooner than is agreeable to thebr 
partial friends. 

Another of my few rambles took me to the Senate Chamber, 
hoping to hear and see if this large machine was run any 
better than some small ones I knew of. I wks too late, and 
found the Speaker's chair occupied by a colored gentleman of 
ten; while two others wore on their legs, having a hot 
debate on the comball question, as they gathered the waste 
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paper strewn about the floor into bogs ; and sereml white 
members played leap-frog over tlie desks, a much wholesomei 
relaxation than some of the older Senators indulge in, I fancy. 
Finding the coast clear, I likewise gambolled up and down, 
from gallery to gallery ; sat iu Sumner's chair, and cudgelled 
an imaginary Brooks within an inch of his life ; examined 
Wilson's books in the coolest possible manner; warmed my 
feet at one of the national registers ; read people's names on 
scattered envelopes, and pocketed a castaway autograph or 
two; watched the somewhat unparliamentary proceedings 
going on about me, and wondered who in the world all the 
sedate gentlemen were, who kept popping out of odd doors 
here and there, like respectable Jocks-in-the-box. Then I 
wandered over the palatial residence of Mrs. Columbia, 
and examined it^ many beauties, though I can't say I thought 
her a tidy housekeeper, and didn't admire her taste in pictures, 
for the eye of this humble individual soon wearied of expiring 
patriots, who all appeared to be quitting their earthly tabema* 
des in convulsions, ruffled shirts, and a whirl of torn banners, 
bomb shells, and buff and blue arms and legs. 

The statuary also was massive and concrete, but rather 
wearying to examine; for the colossal ladies and gentle- 
men carried no cards of introduction in face or figure; 
80 whether the meditative party in a kilt, with well-de- 
veloped legs, shoes like army slippers, and a ponderous 
nose, was Columbus, Cato, or Cockelorum Tibby the tra- 
gedian, was more than I could tell. Several robust ladies 
attracted me; but which was America and which Poca^ 
hontas was a mystery; for all affected much looseness 
of costume, dishevelment of hair, swords, arrows, lances, 
scales, and other ornaments quite patsS with damsels of 
our day, whose effigies should go down to posterity armed 

F 



70 HOSPITAL 8KETCIIB9. 

with funs, ctoobet needles, riding wbipe, and paneoh, wiA 
horo and there one holding pen or pencil, rolling>pin or broom. 
The statue of Liberty I recognized at once» for it had no 
pedestal as yet, bat stood flat in the mud, with Young America 
most symbollically making dirt pies, and chip forts, in its 
shadow. But high above the squabbling little throng and 
their petty plans, the sun shone full on Liberty's broad 
forehead, and, in her hand, some summer bird had built its 
nest I accepted the good omen then, and, on the first of 
January, the Emancipation Act gave the statue a nobler and 
more enduring pedestal than any marble or granite ever carved 
and quarried by human hands. 

One trip to (Georgetown Heights, where cedars sighed over- 
bead, dead leaves rustled underfoot, pleasant paths led up and 
down, and a brook wound like a silver snake by the blackened 
ruins of some French Minister's bouse, through the poor 
gardens of the black washerwomen who congregated there, 
and, passing the cemeteiy with a murmurous lullaby, rolled 
away to pay its little tribute to the river. This breezy run 
was the last I took ; for, on the morrow, came rain and wind : 
and confinement soon proved a powerful reinforcement to the 
enemy, who was quietly preparing to spring a mine, and blow 
me five hundred miles from the position I had taken in what I 
eallod my Ghiokahommy Swamp. 

Shut up in my room, with no voice, spirits, or books, that 
week was not a holiday, by any means. Finding meals a 
humbug,! stopped away altogether, trusting that if this sparrow 
was of any worth, the Lord would not let it fall to the ground. 
Like a flock of friendly ravens, my sister nurses fed me, not 
only with food for the body, but kind words for the mind ; 
and soon, from being half starved, I found myself so beteaed 
and betoasted, petted and served, that I was nearly killed 
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wiih kindnosB, in spite of oough, headache, a paniftil < 
sees of my pleura, and a reaiiziDg sense of bones in the homaa 
frame. From the pleasant house on the hill, the home in the 
heart of Washington, and the Willard earavaosary, came 
friends new and old, with bottles, baskets, carriages and invitap 
iioDB for the invalid; and daily our Florence Nightingale 
altmbed the steep stairs, stealing a moment from her busy life. 
Id watoh over the stranger, of whom she was as thoughtfrdly 
lender as any mother. Long may she wave ! Whatever others 
may think or say. Nurse Periwinkle is forever grateful ; and 
among her relics of that Washington defeat, none is more 
valued than the little book which appeared on her pillow, one 
dreary day ; for the D D. written in it means to her fiir more 
than Doctor of Divinity. 

Being forbidden to meddle with fleshly arms and legs, I 
solaced myself by mending cotton ones, and, as I sat sewing 
ai my window, watched the moving panorama that passed 
below ; amusing myself with taking notes of the most striking 
figures in it. Long trains of army wagons kept up a perpetual 
rumble from morning till night ; ambulances ratUed to and to 
with busy surgeons, nurses taking an airing, or convalescents 
going in parties to be fitted to artificial limbs. Strings of sony 
looking horses passed, saying as plainly as dumb creatures 
could, '\Why, in a city full of them, is there no honepital 
for us t" Often a cart came by, with several rough coflBns in 
it, and no mourners following ; barouches, with invalid offieers, 
roiled round the comer, and carriage loads of pretty children, 
with black coachmen, footmen, and maids. The women who 
look theur walks abroad, were so extingubhed in three story 
bonnets, with overhanging balconies of flowers, that their 
eharms were obscured ; and all I can say of them is, that they 
drbsaed in the worst possible taste, and walked like duoka. 
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The men did the pictoresqae, and did it bo well thai Wash* 
hgton looked like a mammoth masquerade. Spanish hatSi 
■earlet lined riding cloaks, swords and sashes, high boots and 
bright spurs, beards and mustaches, which made pbin fiusea 
oomolj, and comely faces hernc; these vanities of the flesh 
transformed our butchers, bakers, and candlestick makers into 
gallant riders of gaily caparisoned horses, much handsomef 
than themselves ; and dosens of such figures were constantly 
prancing by, with private prickings of spurs, for the b»^nefit 
of ihe perambulating flower-bed. Some of these gentlemen 
affected painfully tight uniforms, ai^d little caps, kept on by 
some new law of gravitation, as tbcy covered only the bridge 
of the nose, yet never fell oflT; the men looked like stuflfed 
fowls, and rode as if the safety of the nation depended on 
iheir speed alone. The fattest, greyoHt officers dressed most, 
and ambled statolily along, with orderlies behind, trying to 
look as if they didn't know the stout party in front, and doing 
much caracoling on their own account 

The mules were my especial delight ; and an hour's study 
of a constant succession of them introduced me to many of 
their characteristics ; for six of these odd little beasts drew 
each army wagon, and went hopping like frogs through the 
stream of mud that gently rolled along the stieet. Tlie 
coquettish mule had small feet, a nicely trimmed tassel of a 
tail, perked up ears, and seemed much given to little tossfs of 
the head, affected skips and prances ; and, if he wore the 
bells, or were bedizasened with a bit of finciy, put on as many 
aus as any belle. The moral mule was a stout, hard*working 
creature, always tugging with all his might; of^en pulling 
away after the rest bad stopped, laboring under the oonscicn- 
tious delusion that food for the entire army depended upon bis 
private exertions. I respected this stylo of mule ; and, had 



HOSPITAL 8KBTCHS8. 73 

1 poflsoned a jnioy cabbage, would bave pressed it npoD bim, 
witb thanks for bis ezoelleDt example. Tbe bistorical mixle 
was a melo^bramado quadruped, prone to startling humanity 
by emtio leaps, and wild plunges, muob shaking of bis 
Btabbom bead, and lashing out of his yioious heels ; now and 
then falling flat, and apparently dying a la Forrest : a gaFp— 
a squirm — a flop, and so on, till the street was well blocked 
up, the drivers all swearing like demons in bad hats, and tbe 
ebief aotor^s circulation decidedly quickened by every variety 
of kick, cuff, jerk and haul. When the last breath seemed to 
have left his body, and '* Doctors were in vain," a sudden 
resurrection took place ; and if ever a mule laughed with 
scornful triumph, that was the beast, as be leisurely rose, gave 
a comfortable shako ; and, calmly regarding the excited crowd 
aeeemed to say — " A hit I a decided hit ! for the stupidest 
of anim%ls has bamboozled a dozen men. Now, then I what 
are you stopping tbe way for?" Tbe pathetic mule was, 
perhaps, the most interesting of all ; for, though he always 
seemed to be tbe smallest, thinnest, weakest of the six, the 
postillion, with big boots, long-tailed coat, and heavy whip, 
was sure to bestride this one, who struggled feebly along, bead 
down, coat muddy and rough, eye spiritless and sid, his very 
tail a mortified stump, and the whole beast a picture of meek 
misery, fit to touch a heart of stone. The jovial mule was a 
roly poly, happy-go-lucky little piece of horse-flesh, taking 
everything easily, from cudgeling to caressing ; strolling along 
with a roguish twinkle of the eye, and, if the thing were 
possible, would have had his bands in his pockets, and whistled 
as he went. If there ever chanced to be an apple core, a 
stray turpip, or wisp of bay, in the gutter, this Mark Taploy 
was sure to find it, and none of his mates seemed to begrudge 
him bis bite. I suspected this fellow was the peacemaker, 
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eofifidant and friend of all the others, for he had a sort of 
*' Cbeer-i]p,-old-boy»-I*llpall-70u-throagh" look, whidli was 
ezeoedingly engaging. 

Pigs also possessed attractions for me, never having had 
an opportunity of ohscrving their graces of mind and manner, 
till I onme to Washington* whose porcine citizens appeared to 
enjoy a larger liberty than many of its haman ones. Stoiii» 
sedate looking pig9, harried hy each morning to their places 
of hasineas, with a preoccupied air, and sonorous greeting to 
their friends. (Genteel pig9, with an exUti curl to their tails, 
promenaded in pairs, lunching here and there, like gentlemen 
of leisure. Rowdy pigs pushed the passers by off the side 
walk ; tipsy pigs hiccoughed their yersion of '* We wont go 
home till morning,*' from the gutter ; and delicate young pigs 
tripped daintily through the mud, as if they plumed them- 
selves upon their ankles, and kept themselves particularly 
neat in point of stockings. Maternal pigs, with their inter- 
esting families, sti-olled by in the sun ; and often the pink, 
baby-like sq dealers lay down for a nap, with a trust in Provi- 
dence worthy of human imitation. 

But mure iu:crcdting iliun uOicors, la^es, mules, or pigs* 
were my colored bixxhcrs and sisters, because so unlike the 
respectable members of society I*d known in moral Boston. 

Here was the genuine article — no, not the genuine article 
at all, we must go to Africa for that — but the sort of creatures 
generations of slavery have made them : obsequious, trickish, 
lazy and ignorant, yet kind-hearted, merry-tempered, quick to 
fee! and accept the least token of the brotherly love which is 
dowly teaching the white hand to grasp the black, in this 
ijpreat struggle for the liberty of both the races. 

Hiiving been warned not to be too rampant on the subject 
of slavery, as secofe^h principles flourished even under the 
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shadow of Father Abraham, I had endeaYored to vralk dis- 
ereetlj, and curb my unralj member; lookmg about me 
with all my eyes the while, and saving up the result of my 
obtforvalions for future use. I had not been there a week 
before the neglected, devil-may care ezpi-ession in many ol 
the faces about me, seemed an urgent appeal to leave nursing 
white bodies, and take some care for these black souls. Much 
as the lazy boys and sauc^ girls tormented roe, I liked them, 
and found that any show of interest or friendliness brought 
out the better traits which live in the mottt degraded and 
forsaken of us all. I liked their cheeifulness, for the dreanest 
old hag, who scrubbed all day in that pestilential steam, 
goesipped and grinned all the way out, when night set her free 
from drudgery. The girls romped witb their dusky sweet- 
hearts, or tossed their babies, with the tender pride that makes 
mother-love a beautifier to the homeliest face. The men and 
boys sang and whistled all day long ; and often, as I held my 
watch, the silence of the night was sweetly broken by some 
chorus from the street, full of real melody, whether the song 
was of heaven, or of hoe-oakes ; and, as I listened, I felt that 
we never should doubt nor despair concerning a race which* 
dirough such griefs and wrongs, still clings to this good gift, 
and seems to solace with it the patient hearts that wait and 
watch and hope until the end. 

I ezpeoted to have to defend myself from acco? ations of a 
prejudice against color ; but was surprised to find things just 
the other way, and daily shocked some neighbor by treadng 
the blacks as I did the whites. The men would swear at the 
" darkies," would put two fft into negro, and sccff at the idea 
of any good coming from such trash. The nunjes were willing 
to be served by the colored people, but seldom thanked them, 
never praised, and scarcely recognized them in the street ; 
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whereat the blood of two generations of abolitionists waxisd 
bot in my Toios, and» at the fiiEt opportunity* proclaimed itself, 
and asserted the right of free spoech as doggedly as the irre- 
pressible Folsom herself. 

Happening to catoh up a funny little bbek baby, who was 
toJdling about the nurses' kitchen, one day, when I went 
down to make a mess for some of my men, a Yirginia woman 
standing by derated her most prominent feature, with a miff 
of disapprobation, exclaiming : 

" Oracious, Hiss P. I how can you ? IWe been here six 
months, and never so much as touched the little toad with a 
poker." 

" More shamo for yon, ma'am,'' responded Hiss P. ; and« 
with the natural perversity of a Yankee, followed up the blow 
by kissing '* the toad," with ardor. His face was providcn. 
tially as dean and shiny as if bis mamma had just polished it 
up with a comer of her apron and a drop from ihe tea-kettle 
spout, like old Aunt Gbloe. This rash act, and ihe anti- 
slavery lecture that followed, while one hand stirred grid for 
sick America, and the other hugged buby Africa, did not 
prodnco the cheering result which I fondly cspected ; for my 
comrade henceforth regarded me as a dangerous fanatic, and 
my proteg^ nearly came to his death by insisting on swarming 
up stairs to my room, on all occasions, and being walked on 
like a little black spider. 

I waited for New Year's day with more eagerness than I 
had ever known before ; and, though it brought me no gif^, I 
felt rich in the act of justice so tardily performed toward some 
of those about me. As the bells rung midnight, I electrified 
my room-mace by dancing out of bed, throwing up the 
window, and flapping my handkerchief, with a feeble cheer, 
in answer to the shout of a group of colored "ben in the street 
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bolow. All night ihej tcotcd and tramped, fired eraokera, 
sang " Olory, Hallelujah/* and took comfort, poor souls I in 
their own way. The sky was dear, the moon shone henignly» 
a mild wind blew across the river, and all good omens seemed 
to usher in the dawn of the day whose noontide cannot now 
be long in coming. If the colored people had taken handu 
ttid danced around the White House, with a few cheers for 
Ibe much abused gentleman who has immortalized himself by 
me just act, no President could have had a finer levee, or one 
to be prouder of. 

While these sights and sounds were going on without, 
curious scenes were passing within, and I was learning thai 
one of the best methods of fitting oneself to be a nurse in a 
hospital, is to be a patient there. For then only can one wholly 
lealiae what the men suffer and sigh for ; how acts of kindness 
touch and^in ; how much or little we are to those about us ; 
and for the first time really see that in coming there we have 
taken our lives in our hands, and may have to pay dearly for 
a brief experience. Every one was very kind ; the attendants 
of my ward often came up to report progress, to fill my wood- 
box, or bring messages and presents firom my boys. The 
nurses took many steps with those tired feet of theirs, and 
several came' each evening, to chat over my fire ana make 
things cosy for the night. The doctors paid daily visits, 
tapped at my lungs to see if pneumonia was within, left doees 
without names, and went away, leaving me as ignorant, and 
much more uncomfortable than when they came. Hours 
began to got confused ; people looked odd ; quoer faces haunted 
the room, and the nights were one long fight with weurinesa 
and pain. Letters from home grew anxious ; the doctors 
lifted their eyebrows, and noddud ominously; friends said 
** Don't stay,'* and an internal rebellion seconded the advioo ; 
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but ibe tbroe months were not ont, and tbe idea of pving 
np so soon was proclaiming a defeat before I was fairly routed ; 
BO to all '* I>on*t stays" I opposed " I wills/* till, one fine 
momiDg, a gray-headed gentleman rose like a welcome ghost 
on my hearth ; and, at tbe sight of him, my resolation melted 
away, my heart turned traitor to ujy boys, and, when be said. 
" Come home,*' I answered, *' Yes, father ;'* and so ended 
my oareer as an army nurse. 

I never shall rogret the going, though a sharp tussle with 
typhoid, ten dollars, and a wig, are aU tbe visible results of 
the experiment ; for one may live and learn much in a month. 
A good fit of illness proves the value of health ; real danger 
tries one's mottle ; and solf-sacrifioe sweetens chaiactor. Let 
no one who sincerely desires to help the work on in this way, 
delay going through any fear ; for the worth of life lies in the 
experiences that fill it, and this is one which cannot l^ forgotten. 
All that is best and bravest in the hearts of men and women, 
eomes out in scenes like these ; and, though a hospital is a 
rough BohooL its lessons are both stern and salutary ; and the 
humblest of pupils there, in proportion to bis fiuthfnlncss, 
learns a deeper faith in God and in himself. I, for one* 
would return tomorrow, on the *' np-again,-and-take-another " 
principle, if I could ; for tbe amount of pleasure and profit I 
got out of that month compensates for all after pangs ; and, 
though a sadly womanish feeling, I take some satisfaction in 
the thought that, if I could not lay my head on the altar of 
my country, I have my hair ; and that is mora than handsome 
Helen did for her dead husband, when she sacrificed only the 
ends of her ringlets on bis urn. Therofore, I close this little 
chapter of hospital experiences, with the regrot that they were 
BO better worth recording; and add the poetical gem with 
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wlich I console myself for the untimdj demise of ** Nurse 
Periwinkle : " 

Oh, lay W in a HtUe pit, 
With a marble stone to cover it; 
And canre thereon a gruel apoon. 
To ihow a "noat" has died too aooo. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A POSTSCRIPT. 

My Dear 8, : — As inquiries like your own liavo come 
to me from various friendly readers of the Sketches, I will 
answer them en masse, and in printed form, as a sort of 
postscript to what has gone before. One of these questions 
was, "Are there no services by hospital death-beds, or on 
Sundays?" 

In most Hospitals I hope there are ; in ours, the men died, 
and were carried away, with as little ceremony as on a battle- 
field. The first event of this kind which I witnessed was so 
very brief, and bore of anything like reverence, sorrow, or 
pious consolation, that I heartily j»jrr:*e(l with the bluntly 
expressed opinion of a Maine man lyin^i: next his comrade, 
who died with no visible help near him, but a compassionate 
woman and a tender-hearted Irishman, who dropped upon his 
kncesy and told his beads, with Catholic fervor, for the good 
of his Protestant brothers parting soul : 

" If, after gettiu' all the hard knocks, we are left to die 
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Ihis mj, with nothing bnt a Paddy's prayors to help iis» I 
gness Christians are rather scarce round Washington.*' 

I thought so too; but though Miss Bhink, one of my 
mates, anxious that soub should be ministered to, as well as 
foodiesy spoke more than once to the Ghaphiin, nothing ever 
eame of it. Unlike another Shepherd, whose earnest piety 
weekly purified the Senate Chamber, thb man did not feed as 
well as fold his flock, nor make himself a human symbol of the 
Divine Samaritan, who never passes by on the other side. 

I have sinoe learned that our non-oommital Chaplain had 
been a Professor in some Southern College ; and, though he 
maintained that he had no seoesh proclivities, I can testify 
that he seceded from his ministerial duties, I may say, sko- 
daddled ; for, being one of his own words, it is as appropriate 
as inelegant. He read Binerson, quoted Carlyle* and tried to 
be a Chaplain ; but, judging from his success, I am afnud he 
still hankered after the hominy pots of Bebeldom. 

Ocoadonally, on a Sunday afternoon, such of the nuraesy 
officers, attendants, and patients as could avail themselves of 
it, were gathered in the Ball Boom, for an hour's service, oi 
which the singing was the better part. To me it seemed that 
if ever strong, wise, and loving words were needed, it was 
then ; if ever mortal man had living texts before his eyes to 
illustrate and illuminate his thought, it was there ; and if ever 
hearts were prompted to devoutest self-abnegation, it was in 
the work which brought us to anything but a Chapel of Ease. 
But some spiritual paralysis seemed to have befallen oui 
pastor ; for, though many faces turned toward him, full of the 
dumb hunger that often comes to men when suffering or danger 
brings them nearer to the heart of things, they were ofibred 
the chaff of divinity, and its wheat was left for less needy 
gleaners, who knew where to look. Even the fine old Bible 
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stories, which may be mode as Vfelike as any history of onr 
day. by a vivid fancy and pictorial diction, were robbed of all 
ibeir charms by dry explanations and literal applications, 
instead of being nseful and pleasant lessons to those men, 
whom weakness had rendered as docile as children in a father's 
hands. 

I watched the listless oonntenanoes all abonl me, while 
we listened to a dull sermon, delivered with a monotonous 
tone, a buanesa-like manner, and a very visible desire to 
get the uninterestmg job done as expeditiously as poeslblo ; 
which demonstrations were most successful in making the 
Sunday services a duty, not a pleasure. Listless they were 
at the beginning, and listless at the end ; but the iustant 
some stirring old hymn was given out, sleepy eyes bright- 
ened, lounging figures sat erect, and many a poor lad 
rose up in his bed, or stretched an eager hand for the 
book, while all broke out with a heartiness that proved 
that somewhere at the core of even the most abandoned, 
there still glowed some remnant of the native piety that 
flows in music from the heart of every little child. Even 
the big rebel joined, and boomed away in a thunderous baas, 
singing — 

•* Salvadonl let tlie echoes Aj," 

as energetically as if he felt the need of a speedy execution 
of the command. 

That was the pleasantest moment of the hour, for then it 
seemed a homelike and happy spot ; the groups of men looking 
over one another's shoulders as they, sang; the few silent 
figures in the beds ; here and there a woman noiselessly pei^ 
forming some uecessarjf duty, and singing as she worked ; 
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while in the arm ehair standing in the midst, I plaoed, for my 
own saHafecdon, the imaginary likeneas of a certain fiitthftil 
pastor, who took all oatcasts by the hand, smote the devil m 
whatever guiite he came, and comforted the indigent in spirit 
with the best wisdom of a great and tender heart, which stil! 
speaks to ns from its Italian grave. With that addition, my 
picture was complete ; and I often longed to take a veritable 
sketch of a Hospital Sunday, for, despite its drawbacks, 
consisting of continued labor, the want of proper lK)ok8, the 
barren preaching that bore no fruit, this day was never like 
the other six. 

True to their home training, our Now England boys did 
their best to make it what it should be. With many, there 
was much reading of Testaments, humming over of favorite 
hymns, and looking at siich books as I could cull from a 
miscellaneous library. Some Iny idle, slept, or gossiped ; yet. 
when I came to them for a quiet evening chat or readbg, 
they often talked freely and well of themselves; Would 
blunder out some timid hope that their troubles might 
*'do 'em good, and keep 'em stiddy;" would choke a 
little, as they said good night, and turned their faces to 
the wall to think of mother, irife, or home, these human 
ties seeming to be the most vital religion which they yet 
knew. I observed that some of them did not wear their 
caps on this day, though at other times they clung to them 
like Quakers; wearing them in bed, putting them on to 
read the paper, eat an apple, or write a letter, as if, like a 
new sort of Samson, their strength lay, not in their hair, but in 
tfami hats. Many read no novels, swore less, were more silent, 
orderly, and cheerful, as if the Lord were an invisible Ward* 
master, who went his rounds but once a week, and must find 
all things at their best. I liked all this in the poor, rough 
boys, and could have found it in my heart to put down sponge 
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and tea-pot, and preach a little sermon then and there, while 
homesickness and pain had made these natures soft, that Borne 
good seed might be cast therein, to blossom and bear fruit 
here or hereafter. 

Regarding the admission of friends to nurse their nek, I 
oan only say, it was not allowed at Hurljburlj House ; though 
one indomitable parent took my ward by storm, and held her 
position, in spite of doctors, matron, and Nurse Periwinkle 
Though it was against the rules, though the culprit was an 
acid, frost-bitten female, though the young man would have 
done quite as well without her anxious fussiness, and the whole 
room-lull been much more comfortable, there was something so 
irresistible in this persistent deyotion, that no one had the 
heart to oust her from her post. She slept on the floor, without 
uttering a complaint; bore jokes somewhat of the rudest; 
fared scantily, though her basket was daily filkd with luxuries 
for her boy ; and tended that petulant personage with a never- 
fiiiling patience beautiful to see. 

I feel a glow of moral rectitude in saying this of hor ; for, 
though a perfect pelican to her young, she pecked and cackled 
( I don't know that pelicans usually express their emotions in 
that manner,) most obstreperously, when others invaded her 
premises ; and led me a weary life, with *' George's tea-rusks,"' 
'* (George's foot-bath," '* (George's measles," and " George's 
mother ;" till, after a sharp passage of arms and tongues with 
the matron, she wrathfully packed up her rusks, her son, and 
herself, and departed, in an ambulance, scolding to the very 
last. 

This is the comic side of tLe matter. The serious one is 
harder to describe ; for the presence, however brief, of rela- 
tions aod 'friends by the bedsides of the dead or dying, is 
always a trial to the bystanders. They are not near enough 
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(0 know bow best to oomfort» yet too near to tarn their baoks 
upon the sonow that finds its only solace in listening to 
recitab of last words, breathed into nurse's ears, or receiving 
the tender legacies of love and longing beqneathed through 



To me, the saddest ngfat I saw in that sad place, was the 
spectacle of a grey-haired father, ntting hour after hour by 
his son, dying from the poison of his woond. The old father, 
hale and hearty ; the young son, past all help, though one 
could scarcely believe it ; for the subtle fever, burning his 
strength away, flushed his cheeks with color, filled his eyes 
with lustio, and lent a mournful mockery of health to face and 
figure, making the poor lad comolier in death than in life. 
His bed was not in my ward ; but I was often in and out, 
and, for a day or two, the pair were much together, saying 
little, but looking much. The old man tried to bw^ himself 
with book or pen, that his presence might not be a burden - 
and once, when he sat writing, to the anxious mother at home, 
doubtless, I saw the son's eyes- fixed upon his face, with a look 
of mingled resignation and regret, as if endeavoring to teach 
himself to say cheerfully the long good bye. And again, 
when the son slept, the father watched him. as he had himself 
been watched ; and though no feature of his grave counte- 
nance changed, the rough hand, smoothing the lock of hair 
upon the pillow, the bowed attitude of the grey head, were 
more pathetic than the loudest lamentations. The son died ; 
and the father took home the pale relic of the life he gave, 
offering a little money to the nurse, as the only visible return 
it was in his power to make her ; for, though very grateful, 
he was poor. Of ccurse, she did not take it, but found a 
ricbez compensation in the old man's earnest deciara 
tion : 
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''My boy ccmldn't bayo beon better eared for if bc'd been al 
home ; and God will reward you for it, thoogb I ean't." 

My own ezGerienoea of this sort began when my first man 
died. He had scarocly been removed, when bis wife came in. 
Her eye went straight to the well-known bed ; it was empty ; 
and feeling, yet not belieying the hard truth, she eried oat, 
with a look I never shall forget : 

" Why, Where's Emanuel ?" 

I had never seen her before, did not know her relationship 
to the man whom I had only nursed for a day, and was about 
to tell her he was gone, when McQee, the tender-hearted 
Irishman befora mentioned, brushed by me with a cheerful — 
" It^s shifled to a better bed ho b, Mrs. Connel. Gome out, 
dear, till I show ye ;" and, taking her gently by the arm, he 
led her to the matron, who broke the heavy tidings to the 
wife, and comforted the widow. 

Another day, running up to my room for a breath of fresb 
air and a five minutes' rest af^er a disagreeable task, I found 
a stout young woman sitting on my bed, wearing the misera- 
ble look which I had learned to know by that time. Seeing 
her, reminded me that I had heard of some one's dying in the 
night, and his sister's arriving in the morning. This must be 
she, I thought. I pitied her with all my heart. What could 
I say or do ? Words always seem impertinent at such times ; 
I did not know the man ; the woman was neither intereRting 
/ii herself nor graceful in her giicf ; yet, having known a 
sister's sorrow myself, I could not leave her alone with hoi 
trouble in that strange place, without a word. So, feeling 
heart-sick, home-sick, and not knowing what else to do, I just 
put my arms about her, and began to cry in a very helpless 
but hearty way , for, as I seldom indulge in this moist luxuryi 
[ like to enjoy it with all my might, when I do. 
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It 80 iuppened I could not have done a better thing ; for» 
ttongh not a word was spoken, each felt the other's sympathy ; 
and, m the silence, onr handkerchiefs were more eloquent 
than words. 8he soon sobbed herself quiet ; and, leaviog her 
on my bed, I went back to work, feeling much refreshed by 
the shower, though I'd forgotten to rest, and had washed my 
£ice instead of my hands. I mention this successful ezperi* 
ment as a receipt proved and approved, for the use of any 
nurse who may fiod herself called upon to minister to these 
wounds of the heart. They will find it more efficacious than 
cups of tea, smelling-bottles, psalms, or sermons; for a friendly 
touch and a companionable cry, unite the consolations of all 
the rest for womankind ; and, if genuine, will be found a 
sovereign cure for the first sharp pang so many suffer in these 
heavy times. 

i am gratified to find that my little Sergeant has found 
fiivor in several quarters, and gladly respond to sundry calls 
for news of him, though my personal knowledge ended five 
months ago. Next to my good John — I hope the grass is 
green above him, far away there in Virginia! — I placed the 
Sergeant on my list of worthy b<iys ; and many a jovial chat 
have I enjoyed with the merry- hearted lad, who had a fancy 
for fun when his poor arm was dressed. While Dr. P poked 
and strapped, I bi-ushed the remains of tho Sergeant's brown 
luane — shorn sorely against his will — and gossiped with al] 
my might, the boy making odd faces, exclamations, and 
appeals, when ufrves got the better of nonsense, as they 
sometimes did : 

'' I'd rather laugh than cry. when I must sing out anyhow, 
so just say that bit from Dickens again, please, and I'll stand 
it like a man." He did; for "Mrs. Cluppins," *« Chad* 
band," and "Sam Wellcr," always helped him through; 
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theieby eaustng me to lay another ofiuring of love and tAwi 
ration on the shrine of the god of my idolatry, thongH he does 
wear too mnoh jewelry and talk slang. 

The Sergeant also originated, I believe, the fashion of calling 
hb neighbors by their frictions instead of tbeir names ; and I 
iras rather taken aback by hearing them bandy rumarks of 
this sort, witt perfect good humor and much enjoyment of the 
new game 

*' Hallo, old Fits is off again I'' «' How are yon, Rbeam** 
til ?" " Will yon trade apples. Ribs ?" " I say. Miss P.» 
may I give Typns a drink of this ?" *' Look here, No Toei^ 
lend us a stamp, there's a good feller," etc. He himself was 
christened " Baby B.," because he tended his arm on a little 
pillow, and called it hut infant. 

Very fuaxj about his food was Sergeant B., and much 
trotting of attendants was nocessary when he partook of nour- 
ishment. Anything more irresistibly whoedlcsome I never 
saw, and constantly found myself indulging him, like the most 
weak-minded parent, merely for the pleasure of seeing his 
blue eyes twinkle, his merry mouth break into a smile, and 
his one hand execute a jaunty little salute that was entirely 
captivating. I am afraid that Nurse P. damaged her dignity, 
frolicking with this persuasive yonng gentleman, though done 
for his well-being. But " boys will be boys," is perfectly 
applicable to the case ; for» in spite of years, sex, and the 
*' prunes-and-prisms " doctrine laid down for our use, I have 
a fellow feeling for lads, and always owed Fate a grudge 
because I wasn't a lord of creation instead of a lady. 

Since I left, I have heard, from a reliablo source, that my 
Sergeant has gone home ; therefore, the small romance that 
budded the first day I saw him, has blossomed into its second 
ahapter , and I now imagine '* dearest Jane " filling my place, 
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londsng ihe wounds I tended, fnrnshing Ae curly jangle 1 
faroshed, loving tbo excellent little youtb I loved, and evento- 
ally walking altarward, with tbe Sergeant stumping gallantly 
at her side. If she doesn't do all this, and no end more, I'll 
never foigive her ; and nncerely pray to the guardian saint 
cf lovers, that ** Baby B '* may prosper in his wooing, and 
his name be long in the hnd. 

One of the lively episodes of hospital life, is the fieqnent 
marching away cf sooh as are well enough to rejoin their 
re^ments, or betake themselves to some convalescent camp. 
The ward master comes to the door of each room that is (o be 
thinned, reads off a list of names, bids their owners look 
sharp and be ready when called for; and, as he vanishes, the 
rooms fall into an indoecribable state of topsy-turvyness, as 
the boys beg^ to black their boots, brighten spurs, brush 
elothes, overhaul knapsacks, make presents; are fitted out 
with needfuls, and — well, why notf — kissed sometimes, as 
they say, good by ; for in all human probability we shall 
never meet again, and a woman's heart yearns over anything 
that has dung to her tbr help and comfort I never liked 
these breakings-up of my little household : though my short 
stay showed me bat three. I was immensely gratified by the 
hand shakes I got, for their somewhat painful cordiality assured 
me that I had not tried in vain. The big Prussian rumbled 
out his anintelligible adieux, with a grateful face and a 
premonitory smooth of his yellow moustache, but got no 
&rther, for some ene else stepped up, with a large brown hand 
extended, and this recommendaiion of our veiy faulty estab- 
fishment : 

** We're off, ma'am, and I'm powerful sony, for I'd no idea 
a 'orspictlo wa& luich a jolly pkoe Hope T'Q gtt another ball 
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ioinewlwres easy* so I'D oome back, and be took care on 
again. Mean, ain*t it V* 

I didn't tbink bo, bat tbe doctrine of inglortons ease waa 
not tbe tbe rigbt one to preacb np, bo I tried to look ebocked, 
failed aignally, and consoled myself by giving bim tbe hi 
pinoosbion be bad admired as tbe ''cutest little maobine 
agoin.'^ Then tbey fell into line in front of tbe boose, looking 
father wan and feeble, some of tbem, bat txjing to step oat 
smartly and marob in good order, thoagh balf tbe knapeacka 
were carried by tbe goard, and several leaned on sticks instead 
of shooldering gans. All looked up and smiled^ or waved 
beir bands and toaobed tbeir caps, as tbey passed ander oar 
windows down tbe long street, and so away, some to tbeir 
bomes in tbis world, and some to tbat in tbe next ; and, for 
the rest of tbe day, I felt like Bacbd moaming for her 
cbildrea, wbea I saw tbe empty beds and missed the familiar 

Yoa ask if nurses are obliged to witness amputations and 
such matters, as a part of their duty? I think not, unless 
they wish ; for the patient is under the effects of ether, and 
needs no care but such as tbe surgeons can best give. Our 
work begins afterward, when the poor soul oomes to himself, 
sick, faint, and wandering ; full of strange pains and confused 
visions, of disagreeable sensations and ngbts. Then we must 
sooth and sustain, tend and watch ; preaching and practicing 
patience, till sleep and time have restored courage and aelf- 
control. 

T witnessed several operations ; for tbe height of my ambitioD 
was to go to the front after a battle, and feeling that the sooner 
I inured myself to trying sights, tbe more useful I should be. 
Several of my mates shrunk from such things ; for though the 
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ipini was whoHy willing, tbe flesh was iooonveDienUj weak 
One ftmereal lady came to try her powers as a nnise; bat» a 
brief oonveraation elidting tbe facts that she fainted at the 
flight of Uood, was afraid to watch alone, oooldn't poesiUy 
take care of delirions persons* was nervous aboat infections, 
and unable to bear much fatigoe, she was mildly dismissed. 
I hope she found her sphere, bat fmcj a comfortable bandbooc 
on a high shelf would best meet the requirements of her ease. 

Dr. Z. suggested that I should witness a disseotion ; but I 
Beyer accepted his inyitations, thinking that my nerves belonged 
to the living, not to the dead, and I had better finish my eduoa- 
lion as a nurse before I began that of a surgeon. But I 
never met the little man skipping through the hall, with oddly 
shaped cases in his hand, and an absorbed expression of coun- 
tenance, without being sure thst a select party of surgeons 
ifere at work in the dead house, which idea was a rather trying 
one, when I knew the subject was some person whom I had 
nursed and cared for. 

But this must not lead any one to suppose that the surgeons 
were willfully hard or cruel, though one of them remorsefully 
rmfided to me that he feared his profession blunted his sensi- 
bilities, and, perhaps, rendered him indiflbrent to the sight of 
pain. 

I am mdined to think that in some eases it does ; for, though 
a capital surgeon and a kindly man. Dr. P., through long 
acquaintance with many of the ills flesh is heir to, had acquired 
a somewhat trying habit of regarding a man and his wound as 
separate institutions, and seemed rather annoyed that tbe 
former should express any opinion upon the latter, or claim 
any right in it, while under his care. He had a way of 
twitching off a bandage, and giving a limb a comprehensive 
lort of clutch, which, though no doubt entirely scientific was 
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vmther Btortling than aooibiDg, and highly objeotunable ta a 
means of preparing nerves for any fresh trial. He also 
expected the patient to assist in small operations, as he consid- 
ered them, and lo restrain all demonstrations daring die 
process. 

*' Here, my man, jnst hold it this way, while I look into it 
a hit," he said one day to Fits 0.» patting a wounded arm 
into the keeping of a sonnd one, and proceeding to poke 
about among bits of bone and yisible masdes, b a red and 
Uack chasm made by some infernal machine of the shot or 
ahell description. Poor Fits held on like grim Death, ashamed 
to show fear before a woman, till it grew more than he could 
bear in silence ; and, after a few smothered groans, he looked 
at me imploringly, as if he said, ** I wouldn't, ma'am, if I 
oould help it,'* and fiiinted quietly away. 

Dr. P. looked up, gave a compassionate sort of cluck, and 
poked away more busily than ever, with a nod at me and a 
brief — " Never mind ; be so good as to hold thb till I finish." 

I obeyed, cherishing the while a strong desire to insinuate a 
few of his own disagreeable knives and scissors into him, and 
see how he liked it. A very disrespectful and ridiculous 
fiincy, of course ; for he was doing all that oould be done, 
and the arm prospered finely in his hands. But the human 
mind is prone to prejudice ; and, though a personable man, 
speaking French like a bom " Parley voo," and whipping oflF 
legs like an animated guillotine, I must confess to a sense of 
relief when he was ordered elsewhere ; and suspect that several 
of the men would have faced a rebel battery with less trepida- 
tion than they did Dr. P., when he came briskly in on his 
morning round. 

As if to give us the pleasures of contrast. Dr. Z. succeeded 
him, who, I think, sufiferod more in giving pain than did his 
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pataents in endaring it ; fiw he often paused to aik: ''Do I 
Inirt yonf and, seeing his solioitnde, the boys mTariably 
answmd : " Not much ; go ahead, Doctor/' though the lips 
that uttered this amiable fib migjht be white with pain as they 
spoke. Over the dresmng of some of the wounds, we used 
lo cany on conversations upon subjects foreign to the work in 
hand, that the patient might forget himself in the charms of 
our discourse. Christmas eye was spent in this way ; the 
Doctor strapping the little Sergeant's arm, I holding the lamp, 
while all three laughed and talked, as if anywhere but in a 
hoepitel ward ; except when the chat was broken by a long* 
drawn '* Oh I " from '' Baby B.," an abrupt request from the 
Doctor to " Hold the lamp a little higher, please," or an 
encouraging, " Most through. Sergeant," from Nurse P. 

The chief Surgeon, Dr. O., I was told, refused the higher 
salary, greater honor, and less labor, of an appointment to 
the Officer*s Hospital, round the comer, that he might serve 
the poor fellows at Hurlyburly House, or go to the front, 
working there day and night, among the horrors that succeed 
the glorios of a battle. I liked that so much, that the quiet, 
brown-eyed Doctor was my especial admiration ; and when my 
own turn came, had more faith in him than in all the rest 
put together, although he did advise me to go home, and 
authorize the consumption of blue pills. 

Speaking of the surgeons reminds me that, having found all 
manner of fault, it becomes me to celebrate the redeeming 
feature of Hurlyburly House. I had been prepared by the 
aceounte of others, to expect much humiliation of spirit from 
the surgeons, snd to be treated hj them like a door-mat, a 
worm, or any other meek and lowly article, whose mission it 
b to be put down and walked upon ; nurses being considered 
as mere servants, receiving the lowest pay, and, it's my private 
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opinion, dcnng the hardest work of any part of the armj, 
ezoept the mules. Ghreat, therefore, was my surprise, when I 
found myself treated with the utmost oourtesy and kindness. 
Very soon my oarefully prepared meekness was laid upon the 
shelf ; and, going from one extreme to the other, I more than 
ODce expressed a diflbrence of opinion regarding sundry messes 
k was my painful duty to administer. 

As eight of us nurses ohanoed to be off duty at onee, we 
had an excellent opportunity of tiying the Tirtnes of these 
gentlemen ; and I am bound to say they stood the test admi- 
raUy, as far as my personal observation went Dr. O.'s 
stethesoope was unremitting in ils attentions ; Dr. 8. brought 
his buttons into my room twice a day, with the regularity of a 
medical dock ; while Dr. Z. filled my table with neat little 
bottles, which I neyer emptied, prescribed Browning, bedewed 
me with Cologne, and kept my fire gomg, as if, like the 
candles in St Peter's, it must neyer be permitted to die out 
Waking one cold night, with the certainty that my last spark 
had expired, and consequently hours of coughing were io 
store for me, I was much amazed to see a ruddy light dancins: 
on the wall, a jolly blaze roaring up the chimney, and, dowu 
upon his knees before it. Dr. Z., whittling shavings. I oughs 
to have risen up and thanked him on the spot; but, knowing 
that he was one of those who like to do good by stealth, I 
only peeped at him as if he were a friendly ghost ; till, having 
made things as cozy as the most motherly of nurses could 
have done, he crept away, leaving me to feel, as somebody 
says, " as if angels were a watching of me in my sleep ;'' 
though that species of wild fowl do not usually descend in 
broadcloth and glasses. I afterwards discovered that he split 
the wood himself on that cool January midnight, and went 
about making ox mending fires for the poor old ladies in their 
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dinnal detui ; thiu caoong himself to be rogarded as a bright 
and shining light in more ways than one. I never thanked him 
aa I oogU ; therefore, I publicly make a note of it, and fnrthoi 
aggravate that modest M. D. hj saying that if this was not 
being the best of doctors and the gentlest of gentlemen^ I shall 
be happy to see any improyement upon it. 

To such as wish to know where these scones took plaoe, I 
must respectfully decline to answer ; for flurly-burly House 
bas ceased to exist aa a hospital ; so let it rest, with aU its 
sins upon its head, — perhaps I should say chimney top. 
When the nurses felt ill* the doctors departed, and the patienta 
got well, I believe the conoem gently fiided from existence^ or 
was merged into some other and bettor establishment, where I 
hope the washing of three hundred sick people is done out of 
the house, the food is eatable, and mortal women are not 
expected to possess an angelic exemption from all wants, and 
the endurance of truck horses. 

Since the appearance of these hasty Sketches, I have heard 
from several of my comrades at the Hospital ; and their 
approval assures me that I have not let sympsthy and fiinoy 
run away with me, as that lively team is apt to do when 
harnessed to a pen. As no two persons see the same thing 
with the same eyes, my view of hospital life must be taken 
through my glass, and held for what it is worth. Certainly, 
nothing was set down in malice, and to the serious-minded 
party who objected to a tone of levity in some portions of the 
Sketches, I can only say that it is a part of my religion to 
look well after the cheerfulnesses of life, and let the dismals 
shift for themselves ; believing, with good Sir Thomas More, 
that it is wise to *' be merrie in God.'' 

The next hospital I entei will, I hope, be one for the 
colorod rej^monta, as they seem to be proving their right to 
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Ae admintioii and kind offioes of their white reIadoD8» who 
owe them so laige a debt, a little part of which I shall be 
proud to pay. 

YonzBy 

With a firm frith 

In the good time eoming, 

^ . „ ,^ Tmbulahom Pnuwiinmi 

ooHooBD April, isea. 



CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES. 



THE KING OF CLUBS 

AMD 

THE QUEEN OF HEARTS. 

A OTOKT FOK TOUMa AICBIUCA« 

FIVE-and-tweDty ladies, all in a row, sat on one side 
of the ball, looking very mnch as if they felt like the 
little old woman who fell asleep on the king's highway 
and awoke with abbreviated drapery, for they were all 
arrayed in gray tunics and Turkish continuations, pro- 
fusely adorned with many-colored trimmings. Five-and- 
twenty gentlemen, all in a row, sat on the opposite side 
of the hall, looking somewhat subdued, as men are apt to 
do when they fancy they are in danger of making fools 
of themselves. They, also, were en costume, for all the 
dark ones had grown piratical in red shirts, the light ones 
nautical in blue ; and a few boldly appeared in white, 
making up in starch and studs what they lost in color, 
while all were more or less Byronic as to collar. 

On the platform appeared a pile of dumb-bells, a 
regiment of clubs, and a pyramid of bean-bags, and 
stirring nervously among them a foreign-looking gen- 
tleman, the new leader of a class lately formed by 
Dr. Thor Turner, whose mission it was to strengthen 
the world's spine, and convert it to a belief in air and 
(QQ) 
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exercise, by setting it to balanciDg its poles aud spinning 
merrilj, while enjoying the ^^ Sun-ciire " on a large scale. 
His advent formed an epoch in the history ol' the town * 
for it was a quiet old village, guiltless of bustle, fashion, 
or parade, where each man stood for what he was ; and, 
being a sagacious set, every one's true value was pretty 
accurately known. It was a neighborly town, with 
gossip enough to stir the social atmosphere with smull 
gusts of interest or wonder, yet do no harm. A sensible, 
free-and-easy town, for the wisest man in it wore the 
worst boots, and no one thought the less of his undei^ 
standing ; the beDe of the village went shopping with 
a big sun-bonnet and tin pail, and no one found her 
beauty lessened ; oddities of all sorts ambled peacefully 
about on their various hobbies, and no one suggested 
the expediency of a trip on the wooden horse upon 
which the chivalrous South is always eager to mouut 
an irrepressible abolitionist. Restless people were soothed 
by the lullaby the river sang in its slow journey to the 
sea, old people found here a pleasant place to make 
ready to die in, young people to survey the world from, 
before taking their first flight, and strangers looked back 
apon it, as a quiet nook full of ancient legends and 
modem lights, which would keep its memory green 
when many a gayer spot was quite forgotten. Anything 
based upon common sense found favor with the inhabit- 
ants, axd Dr. Turner's theories, being eminently so, 
were accepted at once, and energetically carried out. A 
sort of heathen revival took place, for even the ministers 
and deacons turned Musschnen ; old ladies tossed bcan- 
basrs till tlieir cap« were awry, unci winter-roses blos- 
someti on their cheeks ; school-chlldreu proved the worth 
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of the old proverb, ^^ An ounce of prevention is worth a 
pound of cure/' by getting tlieir backs ready before the 
burdens came ; pale girls grew blithe and strung swing- 
mg their dumb namesakes ; and jolly lads marched to and 
fro embracing clubs as if longevity were corked up in 
those wooden bottles, and they all took ^^ modest quench^ 
ers " by the way. 

August Bopp, the new leader of the class, was a Ger- 
man possessing but a smaU stock of English, though a 
fine gymnast ; and being also a bashful man, the appointed 
moment had no sooner arrived than he found his care- 
Ailly prepared sentences slipping away firom his memory 
as the ice appears to do from under unhappy souls first 
mounted upon skates. An awful silence reigned: Mr. 
fiopp glanced nervously over his shoulder at the staring 
rows, more appalling in their stillness than if they had 
risen up and hooted at him ; then piling up tlie bags for 
the seventh time, he gave himself a mental shake, and, 
with a crimson visage, was about to launch his first 
^* Ladees und gentlemen,** when the door opened, and a 
mall, merry-faced figure appeared, looking quite at ease 
in the novel dress, as, with a comprehensive nod, it 
marched straight across the hall to its place among the 
weaker vessels. 

A general glance of approbation followed from the gen- 
ilemen's side, a welcoming murmur ran along the ladies^ 
«nd the fifly pairs of eyes changed their focus for a mo- 
ment. Taking advanta^ of which, Mr. Bopp righted 
himself, and burst out with a decided, — 

^^ Ladees und gentlemen : the time have arrived that 
we fihaD begin. Will the gentlemen serve the ladees to a 
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wand, eadi one, then spread theinelTes about the hall, 
and follow the motions I wiQ make as I shall count.'' 

Five minutes of chaos, then all fell into order, and 
nothing was heard but the leader's voice and the stir of 
many bodies movings imultaneously. An uninitiated ob- 
server would have thought himself in Bedlam ; for, as the 
evening wore on, the laws of society seemed given to the 
winds, and humanity gone mad. Bags flew in all dire<v 
tions, clubs hurtled through the air, and dumb-bells played 
a castinet accompaniment to peals of laughter that made 
better music than any band. Old and young gave them- 
selves up to the universal merriment, and, setting dignity 
aside, played like happy-hearted children for an hour. 
Stout Dr. Quackenboss gasped twice round the hall on 
one toe ; stately Mrs. Pk-immins ran like a girl of fifteen 
to get her pins home before her competitor; Tommy 
Inches, four feet three, trotted away with Deacon Stone 
on his shoulder, while Mr. Steepleton and Miss Maypole 
hopped together like a pair of lively young ostriches, and 
Ned Amandine, the village beau, blew arrows through a 
pop-gun, like a modem Cupid in pegtops instead of 
pinions. 

The sprightly young lady whose entrance had been so 
opportune seemed a universal favorite, and was over* 
whelmed with invitations to ^^ bag,*' *' hop,** and ^^ blow ** 
from the gentlemen who hovered about her, cheerfully 
distorting themselves to the verge of dislocation in order 
to win a glance of approbation from the merry black 
eyes which were the tapers where all these muscuhu* 
moths singed their wings. Mr. Bopp hi»d never seen such 
a little piece of earnestness before, and began to think 
the young lady must be training for a boatr-race or the 
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riDg. H«r dninb-belLi flew about Un a pair of white 
amiB looked like the eails of a windmill ; ahe kit out 
from the ahoulder wiJi a vigor that would have done 
execution had there been anything but empty air to 
«« pnniah *' ; and the ^' one, two, three I ^ of the Zouave 
movament went off with a snap ; while the color deep* 
•oed from pink to scarlet in her cheeks, the black braids 
tumbled down upon her shoulders, and the clasp of her 
belt flew asunder ; but her eye seldom left the leader^s 
face, and she followed every motion with an agility and 
precbion quite inspiring. Mr. Bopp's courage rose as 
he watched her, and a burning desire to excel took pos- 
.session of him, till he felt as if his muscles were made 
of india-rubber, and his nerves of iron. He went into 
his work heart and soul, shaking a brown mane out of 
his eyes, issuing commands like a general at the head of 
his troops, and keeping both interest and fun in full blast 
till people laughed who had not laughed heartily for years ; 
lungs got their fill for once, unsuspected muscles wore 
suddenly developed, and when the dock struck ten, all 
were bubbling over with that innocent jollity which 
makes youth worth possessing, and ito memory the sun- 
shine of old age. 

The last exercise was drawing to a dose, and a large 
ring of respecteble members of society were violently 
sitting down and rising up in a manner which would have 
scandalized Miss Wilhelmina Carolina Amelia Skeggs to 
the last degree, when Mr. Bopp was seen to grow very 
pale, and drop in a manner which it was evident his 
pupils were not expected to follow. 

At tliis unexpected performance, the gentlemen took 
advantage of their newly-acquired agility to fly over all 
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obstacles and swarm on to the platform, while the ladles 
successfully lessened their unusual bloom bj staring wildly 
at one another and suggesting awful impossibilities. The 
bustle subsided as suddenly as it arose ; and Mr. Bopp, 
rather damp about the head and dizzy about the eye, but 
4uite composed, appeared, saying, with the broken Ed^ 
iish and appealing manner which caused all the ladies is 
pronounce him ^' a dear ** oo the spot, — 

^* I hope you will excoose me for making this lesson to 
be more short than it should ; but I have exercise nine 
hours this day, and being jn!«t got well from a illness, I 
have not recover the strength I have lost. Next week I 
shall be able to take time by the hair, so that I will not 
have so much engagements in one day. I thank you for 
your kindness, and say good-efcuing." 

After a round of applause, as a last vent for their 
spirits, the class dispersed, aod Mr. Bopp was wrestling 
with a vicious pin as he put on his collar (^^ a sure sign 
he has no nui to see to his buttons, poor lamb I " thought 
Mrs. Fairbaim, watching him from afar) ; when the 
sprightly young lady, accompanied by a lad the masculine 
image of herself, appeared upon the platform, saying, 
with an aspect as cordial as her words, — 

^^ Grood-evening, sir. Allow me to introduce my 
brother and myself, Dick and Dolly Ward, and ask yoti^ 
in my mother's name, to come home with us ; for the 
tavern is not a cosy place, and afler all this exertion you 
should be made comfortable Please come, for Dr. 'furw 
ner always stayed with us, aud we promised to do the 
honors of the town to any gentleman he might send to 
supply his place." 

^ Of course we did ; and mother is probably freezing 
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her blessed no9e off watching for us ; so don't disappoint 
her, Bopp. It's all settled ; the sleigh's at the door, and 
here's jour ooat ; so, oome on 1 " 

Dick was a fine sample of jonng America in its best 
aspect, and would have said ** How are jou? " to Louis 
Napoleon if he had been at hand, and have done it so 
heartilj that the great Frenchman would have found it 
hard to resist giving as frank an answer. Therefore, no 
wonder that Mr. Bopp surrendered at once; for the 
young gentleman took possession of him bodily, and shook 
him into his coat with an amiable impetuosity which 
developed a sudden rent in the well-worn sleeve tliereof, 
and caused ,an expression of dismay to dawn upon the 
owner's countenance. 

^^.Beg pardon ; never mind ; mother'U sew you up in 
two seconds, and your overcoat will hide the damage. 
Where is it? I'll get it, and then we'll be off*." 

Mr. Bopp colored distressfully, looked up, looked down, 
and then straight into the lad's face, saying simply, — 

** Thank you ; I haf no coat but one." 

Dick opened his eyes, and was about opening his mouth 
also, for the exit of some blunderingly gocd-natured 
reply, when a warning poke from his sister restrained 
him ; while Dolly, with the innocent hypocrisy which is as 
natural to some women as the art of tying bows, said, a» 
•he led the way out, — 

**You see the worth of gymnastics, Dick, in this 
delightful indifference to cold. I sincerely hope we may 
reach a like enviable state of healUi, and look upon great- 
coats as effeminate, and mufflers a weakness of the flesh. 
Do you think we shall, Mr. Bopp?" 

He shook his head with a perceptible shiver as the 1 
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north wind smote him in the face, but answered, with • 
look half merry, half sad, — 

** It is not choice, but what you call neoessitee, with 
me ; and I truly hope you may never haf to exercise to 
keep life in you when you liaf sold your ooat to pay your 
doctor^s bill, or teach tlie art of laughing while your 
heart is heavy as one stone. You would not like that, I 
Chink, yet it is good, too ; for small things make much 
happiness for me, and a kind word is often better than a 
rix-dolUir.'* 

lliere was something in the young man's tone and 
manner which touched and won his hearers at once. 
Dolly secretly resolved to put an extra blanket on hb bed, 
and shower kind words upon him, while Dick tucked him 
up in buffalo robes, where he sat helplessly beaming down 
upon the red hood at his side. 

A roaring fire shone out hospitably as they came, and 
glorified the pleasant room, dancing on ancient furniture 
and pictured walls till the jolly old portraits seemed to 
VI' ink a visible welcome. A cheery-faced little woman, 
like an elder Dolly, in a widow's cap, stood on the 
thresliold, with a friendly greeting for the stranger, which 
warmed him as no fire could have done. 

If August Bopp had been an Englishman, he wouM 
have felt much, but said less on that account ; if he had 
been an American, he would have tried to conceal his 
poverty, and impress the family with his past grandeur, 
present importance, or future prospects ; being a German, 
he showed exactly what he was, with the childlike frank- 
ness of his race. Having had no dinner, he ate heartily 
of what was offered him ; being cold, he basked in Iha 
generous warmth ; being homesick and solitaiy, he ei^ 
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joyed the genial mfluenoes that surrounded him, and 
told his story, sure of sympathy; for even in prosaic 
Yaukeedom he had foond it, as travellers find Alpine 
flowers among the snow. 

It was a simple story of a lahorious boyhood, being 
early left an orphan, with a little sbter dependent on him, 
till an opening in America tempted him to leave her, and 
come to try and earn a home for her and for himself. 
Sickness, misfortune, and disappointment had been his 
companions for a year ; but he still worked, still hoped, 
and waited for the happy hour when little Ulla should 
come to him across the sea. This was all ; yet as he 
told it, with the magical accompaniments of gesture, 
look, and tone, it seemed full of pathos and romance to 
his listeners, whose faces proved their interest more flat- 
teringly than their words. 

Mrs. Ward mended the torn ooat with motherly seal, 
and gave it many of those timely stitches which thrifty 
women love to sew. The young folks devoted themselves 
to their guest, each in a characteristic manner. Dick, as 
host, offered every article of refreshment the house 
afforded, goaded the fire to a perpetual roar, and discussed 
gymnastics, with bursts of boyish admiration for the 
grace and skill of his new leader, whom he christened 
King of Clubs on the spot. Dolly made the stranger one 
of them at once by talking bad German, as an offset to 
his bad English, and unconsciously symbolized his future 
bondage by giving him a tangled skein to hold for the 
fimherance of her mother's somewhat lengthened job. 

The Cupid of tlie present day was undoubtedly ** raised" 
m Connecticut ; for tlie ingenuity and shrewdness of tluil 
small personage could have sprung from no othei soiL Jw 
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former times his stratagems were of the romantic order. 
Colin bleated forth his passion in rhyme, and cast sheep's 
ejes from among his flock, while Phyllis coquetted with 
her crook and stuck posies in his hat ; royal Ferdinand 
and Miranda played at chess ; Ivanhoe upset his fellow* 
men like nine-pins for love of lackadaisical Rowena ; and 

' sweet Moll '' turned the pages while her loyer, Milton, 
sang. But in our dav, the jolly little god, though still a 
heathen in the severe simplicity of his attire, has become 
Dwdemized in his arts, and invented huskings, apple-bees, 
sloi^h-rides, " dropins,** gymnastics, and, among his finer 
snares, the putting on of skates, drawing of patterns, and 
holdmg skeins, — the last-named having superior advan- 
tages over the others, as aU wiU testify who have enjoyed 
one of those hand-to-hand skirmishes. 

August Bopp was three-and-twenty, imaginative, grat»> 
fnl and heart-whole ; therefore, when he found himself 
sitting opposite a blooming little damsel, with a head 
bound by a pretty red snood bent down before him, and 
very close to his own a pair of distracting hands, every 
finger of which had a hit to make, and made it, it is not 
to be denied that he felt himself entering upon a new and 
very agreeable experience. Where could he look but in 
the face opposite, sometimes so girlishly merry and some- 
times so beautifully shy? It was a winning face, full of 
smooth curves, fresh colors, and sunshiny twinkles, — a 
face every one liked, for it was as changeful as an April 
day, and always pleasant, whether mischievous, mourn- 
ful or demure. 

Like one watching a new picture, Mr. Bopp inspected 
every feature of the countenance so near his own ; and 
as his admiration ^* grew by what it fed on,'' he fell into 
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a chronic state of stammer and blush ; for the firank ejes 
were very kind, the smooth cheeks reflected a pretty 
shade of his own crimson, and the smih'ng lips seemed 
constantly suggesting, with mute eloquence, that they 
were made for kissing, while the expressive hands picked 
at the knots tiU August felt like a very resigned fly in 
Che web of a most enticing young spider. 

If the King of Clubs saw a comely face, the Queen of 
Hearts saw what observing girls call a ^^ good face ^ ; 
and with a womanly respect for strength, the manliest 
attribute of man, she admired the broad shoulders and 
six feet one of her new master. This face was not hand- 
some, for, true to his fatherland, Bopp had an eminent 
nose, a blonde beard, and a crop of ** bonnie brown hair" 
long enough to have been gathered into a ribbon, as in 
the days of Schiller and Jean Paul ; but Dolly liked it, 
for its strength was tempered with gentleness ; patience 
and courage gave it dignity, and the glance that met her 
own was both keen and kind. 

The silk was wound at last, — the coat repaired. Dick 
with difliculty concealed the growing stifihess of his 
shoulders, while DoUy turned up the lamp, which bluntly 
hinted bedtime, and Mrs. Ward successfully devoured 
six gapes behind her hand, but was detected in the 
seventh by Mr. Bopp, who glanced at the clock, stopped 
10 the middle of a sentence, and, with a hurried ^* goot- 
night," made for the door without the least idea whither 
he was going. Piloted by Dick, he was installed in the 
^* best chamber," where his waking dreams were enliv« 
ened by a great fire, and his sleeping ones by an endless 
succession of skeins, each raptnroiiHly concluded in the 
style of Sam Weller when folding carpets with the pretty 
maid. 
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^* I TELL jou, Dolly, it wonH do, and Tm not going to 
h*ve iC 

** Oh, indeed ; and how will jou help it, 70U absord 

^*' Why, if you don't stop it, TU just say to Bopp, «- 
' Look here, my dear fellow ; this sister of mine is a 
capital girl, but she will flirt, and ' — ** 

^' Add it's a family failing, Dick,'' cut in Dolly. 

** Not a bit of it. I shall say, * Take care of your 
heart, Bopp, for she has a bad habit of playing battle- 
dore and shuttlecock with these articles ; and, though it 
may be very good fun for a time, it makes them ache when 
they get a last knock and are left to lie in a comer.' " 

'^ What eloquence I But you'd never dare to try it on 
Mr. Bopp ; and I shouldn't like to predict what would 
happen to you if you did." 

«' If you say ^ dare,' I'll do it the first minute I see 
him. As for consequences, I don't care that for 'em ; " 
and Dick snapped his fingers with an aspect of much 
disdain. But something in his sister's face suggested the 
wisdom of moderation, and moved him to say, loss like a 
lord of creation, and more like a brother who privately 
adored his sister, but of course was not going to acknowW • 
edge such a weakness, — 

'^ Well, but soberly, now, I wish you wouldn't plague 
Bopp ; for it's evident to me that he is hit ; and from the 
way you've gone on these two months, what else was to 
be expected? Now, as the head of the family, — you 
needn't laugh, for I am, — I think I ought to interfere ; 
and BO I put it to you, — do you like him, and will yon 
have him ? or are you merely amusing yourself, as yoo 
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have done ever eince yon were out of pinafores ? If yoa 
like him, all aerene. I'd rather have him for a brother 
than any one I know, for he's a regular trump, though he 
iff poor ; but if yon don't, I won't have the dear old fel* 
low floored jvuat because you like to see it done." 

It may here ho. remarked that Dolly quite glowed to hetf 
her brother praise Mr. Bopp, and that she endorsed every 
word with mental additions of double warmth ; but Dick 
had begun all wrong, and, manlike, demanded her con- 
fidence before she had made up her mind to own she had 
any to bestow ; therefore nothing came of it but vexa* 
tion of spirit ; for it is a well-known &ct that, on some 
subjects, if boys wiU tease, girls ioiU fib, and both main- 
tain that it is right. So Dolly whetted her feminine 
weapon, and assumed a lofty superiority. 

^ Dear me ! what a sudden spasm of virtue ; and why, 
if it is such a sin, has not the ' head of the house ' taken 
his sister to task before, instead of indulging in a like 
degeneracy, and causing several interesting persons to 
tear their hair, and bewail his forgetfulness, when they 
ought to have blessed their stars he was out of the way ? * 

Dick snow-balled a dozing crow and looked nettled ; for 
he had attained that age when ^ Tom Brown at Oxford " 
was the book of books, the twelfth chapter being the 
favorite, and five young ladies having already been 
endowed with the significant heliotrope fiower, — all of 
which facts Dolly had skilfully brought to mind, as a 
return-shot for his somewhat personal remarks. 

" Bah 1 they were only girls, and it don't amount to 
anything among us young folks ; but Bopp is a grown 
man, and you ought to respect him too much to play 
soch pranks with him. Besides, he's a Grerman, and 
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more tender-hearted than we rough Yankees, as any one 
can see by the way he acts when you snub him. He is 
proud, too, for all his meekness, and waits tlU he's sure 
you like him before he says anything ; and hell need the 
patience of a family of Jobs at the rate you're going ou, 
— a honey-pot one day and a pickle-jar the next. Do 
nuike up your mind, and say yes or no, right off, Dolly .** 

^^ Would you have me meet him at the door with a 
meek courtesy, and say, ^ Oh, if you please, I'm ready to 
say, Tes, thank you, if you'll be good enough to say, 
Will you'?" 

^^ Don't be a goose, child ; you know I mean nothing 
of the kind; only you girls never will do anything 
straight ahead if you can dodge and fuss and make a 
mess of it. Just tell me one thing : Do you« or don't 
you, like old Bopp ? " 

«( What an elegant way to put it I Of course I like 
him well enough as a leader ; he is clever, and sort of 
cunning, and I enjoy his funny ways ; but what in the 
world should I do with a great yoUow-haired laddie who 
could put me in his pocket, and yet is so meek that I 
should never And the heart to hen-peck him? Yon are 
welcome to him ; and since you love him so much, there's 
no need of my troubling myself ou his account ; for with 
you for a friend, he can have no earthly wish ungratiiied.'' 

«* Don't try to be cutting, Dolly, because you look 
homely when you do, and it's a woman's business to be 
pretty always. All I've got to say is, you will be 
in a nice state of mind if you damage Bopp ; for every 
one likes him, and will be down upon you for a heartless 
little wretch ; and I shan't blame them, I promise you." 

'^1 wish the town wouldn't put its fingers in other 
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people's pies, and yoa maj tell it so, with my oompli- 
meats ; and all /have to say is, that yoa men have more 
liberty than yoa know what to do witli, and we women 
haven't enough ; so it's perfectly fair that we should show 
you the worth of the thing by taking it away now and 
then. I shall do exactly as I please : dance, walk, ride 
and flirt, whenever and with whomever I see fit ; and tlia 
whole town, with Mr. Dick Ward at their head, can't 
stop me if I choose to go on. Now then, what next?*^ 
After which declaration of independence Dolly folded 
her arms and wheeled about and faced her bix>ther, a spii^ 
ited statuette of Self- Will, in a red hood and mittens. 

Dick sternly asked, — 

^ Is that your firm decision, ma'am?" 

"Yes." 

^* And you will not give up your nonsense? " 

"No." 

^ You are quite sure you don't care for Bopp? " 

" I could slap him with all my heart." 

** Very good. I shall see that you don't get a chance." 

"I wouldn't try a skirmish, for you'll get beaten, 
Dick." 

" We'll prove that, ma'am." 

" We will, sir." 

And the belligerents loftily paced up the lawn, with 
their purpose so well expressed by outward signs that 
Mrs. Ward knew, by the cock of Dick's hat and the 
decided tap of Dolljr's heels, that a storm was brewings 
before they entered the door. 

This fraternal conversation took place some two 
months from the evening of Mr. Bopp's advent, as the 
^uuug iolks were strolling home Irom school, which school 
8 
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mutt be brieflj alluded to in order to expUin the for^ 
going remarks* It was an excellent institution in all 
respects ; for its presiding genius stood high in the town- 
folks' esteem, and might have served as an example to 
Dr. Watts* ^^ busj bee,'* in the zeal with which he iu>' 
proved bis ^^ shining hours," and laid up honey against 
the winter, which many hoped would be long in coming. 
All manner of aids were provided for sprouting souls and 
bodies, diversions innumerable, and the best society. But, 
sad to relate, in spite of all these blessings, the students 
who resorted to this academy possessed an Adam-^and- 
£ve-like proclivity for exactly what they hadn't got and 
didn't need ; and, not contented with the pleasures pro- 
vided, must needs play truant with that young scamp 
Eros, and turu the ancient town topsy-turvy wilh modem 
innovations, till scandalized spinsters predicted that the 
very babies would catch the fever, refuse their panada in 
jealous gloom, seud biUots-doux in their rattles, elope in 
wicker-carriages, and set up housekeeping in dolls' houseSt 
after the latest fashion. 

Certain inflammable Southerners introduced the new 
game, and left such romantic legends of their loves behind 
them that their successors were fired with an ambition to 
do the like, and excel in all things, from cricket to 
captivation. 

This state of things is not to be wondered at; for 
America, being renowned as a ** fast " nation, has become 
a sort of hot-bed, and seems to force humanity into early 
bloom. Therefore, past generations must not groan over 
the sprightly present, but sit in the chimney-corner and 
see boys and ^irls pluy the game which is too apt to end 
in a checkmate for one of the players. To many of the 
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lookers-on, the new order of things was as good as a 
puppet-show; for, with the enthusiasm of youth, the 
actors performed their parts heartily, forgetting the audi* 
ence in their own earnestness. Bless us I what revohi- 
tious went on under the round jackets, and what 
knre-tokens lay in the pockets thereof. What plots and 
coimterplots occupied the heads that wore the innocent- 
looking snoods, and what captives were taken in the 
man7Hx>lored nets tliat would come off and have to be 
taken care of. What romances blossomed like dandelions 
along the road to school, and what tales the river nught 
have told if any one could have learned its musical 
speech* How certain gates were glorified by daily lin- 
gerings thereat, and what tender memories hung about 
dingy desks, old pens, and books illustrated with all man- 
ner of symbolical designs. 

Let those laugh who will : older and wiser men and 
women might have taken lessons of these budding heroes 
and heroines ; for here all was honest, sincere, and fresh ; 
the old world had not taught them falsehood, self-interest, 
or mean ambitions. Allien they lost or won, they frankly 
grieved or rejoiced, and wore no masks except in play, 
and then got them off as soon as possible. J£ blue-eyed 
Lizzie frowned, or went home with Joe, Ned, with a wis- 
dom older lovers would do well to imitate, went in for 
soother game of footrball, gave the rejected apple to little 
Sally, and whistled ''Glory Hallelujah'' instead of 
^ Annie Laurie,'' which was better than blowing a rival's 
brains out, or glowering at womankind forever after. 
Or, when Tom put on Clara's skates three successive 
days, and danced with her three successive evenings, 
leaving Kitty to freeze her feet in the one instanoe and 



It6 CAMP A^rD PIRBSIDX STORIES. 

fold her hands in the other, she just had a ^^ good 07,** 
gave her mother an extra kiss, and waited till the recreant 
Tom returned to his aUegiance, finding his little friend a 
sweetheart in nature as in name. 

Dick and Dolly were foremost in the ranks, and expert 
in aU the new amusements. Dick worshipped at many 
shrines, hut most faithfully at that of a meek divinity, 
who returned charming answers to the ardent epistles 
which he left in her father's garden wall, where, Pyramns 
and Thisbe->like, they often chatted through a chink ; and 
Dolly was seldom seen without a staff of aids who would 
have *^ fought, hied, and died ** for her as cheerfully as 
the Little Corporal's Old Guard, though she paid them 
only in words ; for her Waterloo had not yet come. 



With the charming perversity of her sex in such 
matters, 00 sooner had Dolly declared that she didn't 
like Mr. Bopp, than she began to discover that she did ; 
and so far from desiring '^ to slap him," a tendency to 
regard him with peculiar good-will and tenderness devel- 
oped itself, much to her own surprise ; for with all her 
coquetry and seeming coldness, Dolly had a right 
womanly heart of her own, though she had never 
•eknowledged the fact till August Bopp looked at her 
with so .much love and longing in his honest eyes. 
Then she found a little fear mingling with her regard, 
felt a strong desire to be respected by him, discovered a 
certain something which she called conscience, restraining 
a reckless use of her power, and, soon after her lofty 
denial to Dick, was forced to own that Mr. Bopp had 
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become her master in the finer species of gymnastics 
that came in with Adam and Eve, and have kept all 
creation turning somersets ever since. Of course these 
discoveries were unconfessed, even to that best bosom 
friend which anj of us can have ; yet her mother sua* 
pected them, and, with much anxiety, saw all, yet held 
her peace, knowing that her little daughter would, sooner 
or later, give her a fuller confidence than could be de- 
manded ; and remembering the happiest moments of her 
own happy past, when an older Dick wooed another 
DoUy, she left that fiower, which never can be forced, to 
open at its own sweet will. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Bopp, though carrying his heart upon 
his sleeve, believed his secret buried in the deepest gloom, 
and enjoyed all the delightful miseries lovers insist upon 
making for themselves. When Dolly was quiet or absent, 
he became pensive, the lesson dnigged, and people fan- 
cied they were getting tired of the humbug ; when DoUy 
was blithe and bland, he grew radiant, exercised within 
an inch of his life as a vent for his emotions, and people 
went home declaring gymnastics to be the crowning tri* 
omph of the age ; and when Dolly was capricious, Mr, 
Bopp became a bewildered weathercock, changing as the 
wind changed, and dire was the confusion occasicned 
thereby. 

Like the sage fowl in the story, Dick said nothing, but 
** kept up a terrible thinking,'' and, not having had expe- 
rience enough to know that when a woman says No she 
is very apt to mean Yes, he took Dolly at her word. 
Believing it to be his duty to warn *^ Old Bopp,'' he 
resolved to do it like a Roman brother, regardless of his 
own feelings or his sister's wrath, quite unconscious thai 
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the moiire'power in the affair was a boyuh love of ruling 
the young person who ruled every one else. 

Matters stood thus, when the town was electrified by 
a general invitation to the annual jubilee at Jolly boys 
Hall, which this spring flowered into a masquerade, and 
AUed the souls of old and .young with visions of splendor, 
frolic and fun. Being an amiable old town, it ga%'€ 
itself up, like a kind grandma, to the wishes of its chil- 
dren, let them put its knitting away, disturb its naps, keep 
its hands busy with vanities of the flesh, and its mind in a 
state of chaos for three mortal weeks. Toung ladies were 
obscured by tarlatan fogs, behind which they concocted 
angels' wings, newspaper gowns, Minnehaha's wampum, 
and Cinderella's slippers. Inspired but incapable boys 
undertook designs that would have daunted a costumer 
of the first water, fell into sloughs of despond, and, 
emerging, settled down fi*om peers and paladins into 
jovial tars, friar waterproofs, and ofiicers in miscellane- 
ous uniforms. Fatliers laughed or grumbled at the whole 
thing, and advanced pecuniary loans with good or ill 
. grace, as the case mi^ht be ; but the mothers, whose 
interest in their children's pleasure is a sort of evergreen 
that no snows of time can kill, sewed spangles by the 
bushel, made wildernesses of tissue-paper blossom as the 
rose, kept tempers sweet, stomachs full, and domestic 
niachiuery working smoothly through it all, by that ma- 
ternal magic which makes them the human providences 
of this naughty world. 

^* What shall I go as?" was the universal cry. Garrets 
were taken by storm, cherished relics were teased out of 
ohl ladies' lavendcred chests (happy she who saw them 
again !), hats were made into boots, gowns into doublets* 
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doaks into hose, Sunday bonnets despoiled of their 
plumage, silken cauliflowers sown broadcast over the 
land, and cocked-up caps erected in ererj style of archi- 
tecture, while *^ Tag, Bag, and Bobtail " drove a smash* 
ing bosiness, and everybody knew what everybody else 
was going to be, and solemnly vowed they didn't,—* 
wlikih transparent falsehood was the best joke of the 
'whole. 

Dolly allowed her mates to believe she was to be the 
Queen of Hearts, but privately laid hold of certain 
brocades worn by a trim grandmother half a centuiy 
ago, and one evening biu*st upon her brother in a charm- 
ing ^^ Little Bo-Pecp ** costume, which, for the benefit of 
future distressed damsels, may be described as a white 
silk skirt, scarlet overdress, ^^ neatly bundled up behind,'' 
as ancient ladies expressed it, Uue hose with red clocks, 
high-heeled shoes with silver buckles, a nosegay in the 
tucker, and a fly-way hat perched on the top of black 
curls, which gave additional archness to Dolly's face as 
she entered, singing that famous ditty. 

Dick surveyed her with approval, turning her about 
like a lay figure, and expressing his fraternal opinion 
that she was ^* the sauciest little turnout he ever saw," 
tod then wet>blauketed the remark by adding, ^^Of 
ft>ujrso you don't call it a disguise, do you? and don't 
flatter yourself that you won't be known; for Dolly 
Ward is as plainly written in every curl, bow, and 
gimcrack, as if you wore a label on your back." 

** Then I shan't wear it " ; and off went the hat at one 
fell blow, as Dolly throw her crook in one comer, her 
posy in another, and sat down lui image of despair. 

^* Now don't be a goose, and rip everything to bits i 
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just wear a domino over all, as Fan is going to, and 
then, when you've had fun enougli, take it off and do the 
preitj. It will make two rigs, you see, and botlier the 
boys to your heart's content.'' 

^^ Dick, I insist upon kissing you for that brilliant sug^ 
gestaon ; and then you may run and get me eight yanis 
of cambric, just the color of Fan's ; but if you tell any 
one, I'll keep her from dancing with you the whole 
evening ; " with which bribe and threat Dolly embraced 
her brother, and shut the door in his face, while he, 
putting himself in good humor by imagining she was 
somebody else, departed on his muddy mission. 

If the ghosts of the first settlers had taken tlieir walks 
abroad on the eventful Friday night, they would have 
held up their sliadowy hands at the scenes going on under 
their venerable noses ; for strange figures flitted through 
the quiet sti*eets, and, instead of decorous slumber, there 
was decidedly -<- 

" A sound of revelry by night." 

Spurs clanked and swords rattled over the frosty 
ground, as if the British were about to make another 
flying call; hooded monks and nuns paced along, on 
carnal thoughts intent; ancient ladies and bewiggcd 
gentlemen seemed hurrying to enjoy a social cup of tea, 
and groan over tlie tax ; barrels staggered and stuck 
through narrow ways, as if tempcraace were still among 
the lost arts, while bears, apes, imps and elves pattered 
or sparkled by, as if a second Walpurgis Night had 
come, and all were bound for Blocksberg. 

** Hooray for the rooster!" shouted Young Ireland, 
encamped on the sidewalk to see the show, as Mephis- 



KING or OLUBS AND qjJSSN OF HEARTS. 121 

topheles' red cock's feather skimmed up the stairs, and 
he left a pink domino at the Uidies' dressing-room door, 
with the brief warning, ^^ Now cut your own capers and 
kaye me to mine,** adding, as he paused a moment at 
the great door, — 

^^ By Jore I isn't it a jolly sight, though? ** 
And so it was ; for a mammoth boot stood sentinel as 
llie entrance ; a Bedouin Arab leaned on his spear in ona 
comer, looking as if ready to say, — 

«< Fly to the desert, fly with me," 

to the pretty Jewess on his arm ; a stately Hamlet, with 
irreproachable legs, settled his plumage in another, still 
undecided to which Ophelia he would first address — 

** The honej of bia miuie rowf.** 

Bluff King Hal's representative was waltzing in a way 
that would have filled that stout potentate with respectful 
admiration, while Queen Eatherine flirted with a Fire 
2^uaye. Alcibiades whisked Mother Goose about the 
room till the old lady's conical hat tottered on her head, 
and the Union held fast to a very little Mac. Flocks of 
firiars, black, white and gray, pervaded the hall, with 
flocks of ballet^rls, intended to represent peasants, but 
failing for lack of drapery ; morning and evening stars 
rose or set, as partners willed ; lively red demons 
harassed meek nuns, and knights of the Leopard, the 
Lion, or Grifiint flashed by, looking heroically uncom- 
fortable in their gilded cages ; court ladies promenaded 
with Jack-tars, and dukes danced with dairy-maids, while 
Brother Joiiathan whittled, Aunt Dinah jabbered, Ingo* 
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mar flouriiihecl his club, and every one felt warmly entha- 
siasdc and yigorouBly jolly. 

^^ Ach himmel I Das ist wnnder schon I ** murmured a 
tall, gray monk, looking in, and quite unoonscious tliat 
he spoke aloud. 

** Hullo, Bopp I I thought you weren't coming,** cried 
Slephistopheles in an emphatic whimper. 

^^ Ah, I guess you I yesy you are well done. I should 
like to be a Faust for yon, but I haf no time, no purse 
for a dress, so I throw this on, and run up for a hour 
or two. Where is, — who is all these people ? Do you 
know tliem ? " 

^^ The one with the Pope, Fra Diavolo, the telegraph, 
and two knights asking her to dance, is Dolly, if that's 
what you want to know. Go in and keep it up, Bopp, 
while you can ; I am off for Fan ; ** and Mephistopheles 
departed over the banisters with a weird agility that de- 
lighted the beholders ; while the gray friar stole iuto a 
comer and watched the pink domino for half an hour, at 
the end of which time his regards were somewhat con* 
fused by discovering that there were two pink damsels so 
like that he could not tell which was the one pointed out 
by Dick, and which the new-comer. 

^^ She thinks I will not know her, but I shall go now 
and find out for myself;*' and, starting into sudden a^ 
tivity, the gray brother strode up to the nearest pink 
lady, bowed, and offered his arm. With a haughty little 
gesture of denial to several others, she accepted it, and 
they joined the circle of many-colored promenaders that 
eddied round the hall. As they went, Mr. Bopp scruti* 
nixed his companion, but saw only a slender ilgare 
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shrouded firom head to foot, and the tip of a wUte glove 
resting on his arm. 

*^ I will speak ; then her voice win betray her,** he 
thought, forgetting that his own was undisguisable. 

«( Madame, permit me that I fan you, it is so greatly 
warm/' 

A &n was surrendered with a bow, and the masked 
boe turned fully towards his own, while the hood trem- 
bled as if its wearer laughed sflently • 

^*Ah, it is you, — I know the eyes, the step, the 
laugh. Miss Dolly, did you think you could hide from 
me?'* 

" I did not wish to,** was the whispered answer. 

** Did you think I would come ? ** 

^* I hoped so.** 

^^ Then you are not displease with me?** 

*^ No ; I am very glad ; I wanted you.** 

The pink head drooped a little nearer, and another 
white glove went to meet its mate upon his arm with a 
pretty, confiding gesture. Mr. Bopp instantly fell into a 
state of bliss, — the lights, music, gay surroundings, 
and, more than all, this unwonted demonstration, put the 
crowning glory to the moment ; and, fired with the hopeful 
omen, he allowed his love to silence his prudence, and 
lead him to do, then and there, the very thing he had 
often resolved never to do at all. 

^* Ah, Miss Dolly, if you knew how much, how very 
much you haf enlarged my happiness, and made this 
efening shine for me, you would more often be a little 
friendly, for this winter has been all summer to me* 
since I knew you and your kind home, and now I haf no 
sorrow but that after the next lesson I come no mors 
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unless you gif me leaf. See now I most saj this even 
here, when so much people are about us, because I cai^ 
not stop it ; and you will forgif me that I cannot wait 
any longer." 

*^Mr. Bopp, please donH, please stop I" began the 
pink domino in a hurried whisper. But Mi. Bopp wan 
not to be stopped* He had dammed up the stream so 
long, that now it rushed on fast, full and uncontrollable ; 
for, leading her into one of the curtained recesses near 
by, he sat down beside her, and, still plying the fan, 
went on impetuously, — 

'« I feel to say that I lofe you, and tho' I try to kill it, 
my lofe will not die, because it is more strong than my 
will, more dear than my pride, for I haf much, and I do 
not ask you to be meine Fi*au till I can gif you more 
than my heart and my poor name. But hear now : 1 
will work, and save, and wait a many years if at the end 
you will take all I haf and say, * August, I lofe you/ 
Do not laugh at me becau&e I say this in such poor 
words ; you are my heart's dearest, and I must tell it or 
never come again. Speak to me one kind yes, and I will 
thank Gott for so much joy." 

The pink domino had listened to this rapid speech 
with averted head, and, when it ended, started up, saying 
eagerly, '^ You are mistaken, sir, J am not Dolly ; " but 
as she spoke her words were belied, for the hasty move- 
ment partially displaced her mask, and Mr. Bopp saw 
Dolly's eyes, a lock of dark hair, and a pair of burning 
cheeks, before the screen was readjusted. With re- 
doubted earnestness he held her back, whispering, — 

^^ Do not go mitout the little word, Yes, or No ; it is 
not much to say." 
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•«WeUUieii,NoI- 

•• You mean it? Dolly I trolj mean it? "* 

*^ Yes, let me go at once, sir.** 

Mr. Bopp stood up, saying, slowly, — ^ Yes, go now; 
ftliey told me you had no heart ; I beliefe it, and thank 
you for that No ; '' then bowed, and walked straight out 
of the hall, while the pink domino broke into a fit of 
laughter, saying to herself, — 

^^ IVe done it I Fve done it I but what a pieoe of work 
tiiereH be to-morrow.** 



^* Dick, who was that tail creature Fan was parading 
with last night? No one knew, and he vanished before 
the masks were taken off,** asked Dolly, as she and her 
brother lounged in opposite comers of the sofit the 
morning after the masquerade, *^ talking it over.** 

<^ That was old Bopp, Mrs. Peep/' 

*^ Gracious me I why, he said he wasn't coming.** 

** People sometimes say what they don't mean, as you 
may have discovered.** 

^^But why didn't he come and speak to a body, 
Dick?" 

*^ Better employed, I suppose.** 

^ Now don't be cross, dear, but tell me aU about it, 
for I don't understand how you allowed him to monopo- 
lize Fan so." 

" Oh, don't bother, Tm sleepy." 

*^ No you're not ; you look wicked ; I know yoaVs 
been in mischief, and I insist upon hearing all about H, 
so come and tell this instant." 



ij6 camp and firbsids storibs. 

I>ollj proceeded to enforce her command by pulling 
away his pillow and dragging her brother into a Bitting 
posture, in spite of his laughing resistance and evident 
desire to exhaust her patience ; for Dick excelled in teas- 
ing, and kept his sister in a fidget from morning tiU 
night, with occasional fits of penitence and petting which 
lasted till next time. Therefore, though dying to tell, he 
WAS undecided as to the best method of executing tlial 
task in the manner mo«t aggravating to his listener ai. d 
most agreeable to himself, and sat regarding her with 
twinkling eyes, and hb curly pate in a high state of 
rumple, trying to appear innocently meek, but failing 
signally. 

^^ Now, then, begin,^ commanded Dolly. 

^* Well, if you won't take my head off till Fm done, 
ril tell you the best joke of the season. Are you sure 
the pink domiuo with Bopp wasn't yourself, — for she 
looked aud acted very like you ? " 

*^ Of course I am. 1 didn't even know he was there, 
and think it very rude aud uugentlemanly in him not to 
come and speak to me. You know it was Fan, so do go 
on." 

^'Butit wasn't, for she changed her mind and wore a 
black domino ; I saw her put it on myself. Her Cousin 
Jack came unexpectedly, and she thought if she altentd 
ner dress and went with him, you wouldn't know her." 

" Who could it have been, Dick ? " 

*^ That's the mystery, for, do you know, Bopp proposed 
to her." 

*^ He didn't I " and Dolly flew up with a startled look 
that, to adopt a phrase from his own vocabulary, was 
** nuts " to her brother. 
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•« Tea he did; I heard him." 

«* When, where, and how? " 

*^ In one of those flirtation boxes ; thej dropped the 
eorUkin, bnt I heard him do it, on my honor I did.** 

** Persons of honor don't listen at curtains and ke;^ 
boles. What did they saj ? ** 

•^ Oh, if it wasn't honorable to listen, it isn't to hea» \ 
so I won't tell, though I could not help knowing it." 

** Men^ I don't stop now, or I shall die with curios.ty. 
I dare say I should hare done the same ; no one miuds 
at such a place, you know. But I don't see th^ joke 
yet," said Dolly dismally. 

** I do," and Dick went off into a shout. 

** Ton idiotic boy, take that pillow out of your ^outhf 
and tell me the whole thing, — what lie said, what she 
said, and what they both did. It was all fun, of course, 
but rd like to hear about it." 

^* It may have been fun on her part, but it WJtv solemn 
earnest on his, for he went it strong I assure >ou. I*d 
no idea the old fellow was so sly, for he Appeared 
smashed with you, you know, and there he WbS finishing 
up with this unknown lady. I wish you owuld have 
heard him go on, with tears in his eyes " 

•* How do yon know, if yon didn't see him?" 

^* Oh, well, that's only a figure of speech ; I thought 
so firom his voice. He was ever so tender, aod took to 
Dutch when English was too cool for him. It wat 
reaUy touching, for I never heard a fellow do it before : 
and, upon my word, I should think it was rather a tough 
job to say that sort of thing to a pretty woman, mask 01 
DO mask." 

*^What did she say?" asked Dolly, with her hands 
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pressed tight together, and a enrioiie little quiver of the 
lips* 

^^ She eaid No, as short as pie-emst ; and when he 
nished out with his heart hroken all to bits, apparent Ij, 
she just burst out laughing, and went and polkod at a 
two-forty pace for half an hour.** 

Dura unclasped her hands, took a long breath, aud 
eried out,— 

^ She was a wicked, heartless hussy I and if I know 
ber, ril never speak to her again ; for if he was really 
in earnest, she ought to be killed for laughing at him.** 

^^ So ought you, then, for making fun of poor Fisher 
when he wont down on his knees behind the berry bushes 
last summer. He was earnest enough, for he looked as 
blue as his berries when he got home. Tour theory is 
all right, ma'am, but your practice is all bosh.** 

** Hold your tongue about that siUy thing. Boys in 
college think thoy know eyerything, can do everything, 
have everything, and only need beckon, and ail woman- 
kind will come and adore. It made a man of him, and 
hell thank me for taking the sentimental nonsense and 
conceit out of him. Ton will need just such a lesson at 
tlie rate you go on, and I hope Fan will give it to you.** 

^^When the lecture is over, Fll go on with the joke, if 
you want to know it.** 

"Isn't this all?** 

"Oh, bless you, no I the cream of it b to oome. 
What would you give to know who the lady was? ** 

" Five dollars, down, this minute.** 

" Very good, liand 'cm over, and I'll tell you.* 

"Truly, Dick?" 

" Yes, and prove iU* 
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I}ol\j produced her punie, and, bill in hand, sat wait 
(og for the disdoeure. Dick rose with a melo-dramatic 
fcow,— 

"Lo, itwaal.'* 

^< That's a great fib, for I saw you fljing about thf 
whole eyening.** 

^^Tou saw my dress, but I was not in it.** 

^* Oh I oh I who did I keep going to, then? and whai 
ad I do to make a fool of myself, I wonder? ** 

Purse and bill dropped out of Dolly's hand, and she 
looked at her brotlier with a distracted expression of 
countenance. Dick rubbed his hands and chuckled. 

^^ Here's a jolly state of things I Now riltell you the 
whole story. I never thought of doing it till I saw Bopp 
and told him who you were ; but on my way for Fan I 
wondered if he'd get puzzled between you two ; and then 
a grand idea popped into my head to puzzle him myself, 
for I can take you off to the life. Fan didn't want me 
to, but I made her, so she lent me hoops, and gown, and 
the pink domino, and if ever I thanked my stars I wasn't 
tall, I did then, for the things fitted capitally as to length, 
though I kept splitting something down the back, and scat- 
tering hooks and eyes in all directions. I wish you 
could have heard Jack roar while they rigged me. Ha 
had no dress, so I lent him mine, till just before the 
masks were taken off, when we cut home and changed. 
He told me how you kept running to him to tie up your 
slippers, find your fan, luid teD him funny things, think- 
ing it was me. I never eigoyed anything so much in my 
life.'' 

^* Oo on,** said Dolly, in a breathless sort of voice, and 
the deluded boy obeyed. 
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«* I knew Bopp, and hovered near till he came to find 
out vrho I was. I took 70a off in style, and it deceived 
him, for I'm only an inch or two taller than ^rou^ and 
kept my head down in the lackadabical way you girls 
do; I whispered, so my voice didn't hetray me; and 
WAS very dinging, and sweet, and flattery, and thai 
blessed old goose was sure it was you. I thought it was 
■11 over once, for when he came the heavy in the recess 
I got a bit flustered, he was so serious about it, my 
mask slipped, but I caught it, so he only saw my eyes 
and forehead, which are just like yours, and that finished 
him, for I've no doubt I looked as red and silly as you 
would have done in a like fix." 

^^ Why did you say No? " and Dolly looked as stem 
as fate. 

^^ What else should I say? Ton told me you wouldn't 
have him, and I thought it would save you the bother of 
sajring it, and him the pain of asking twice. I told him 
some time ago that you were a bom flirt ; he said he 
knew it ; so I was surprised to hear him go on at such a 
rate, but supposed that I was too amiable, and thai 
misled him. Poor old Bopp, I kept thinking of him all 
night, as he looked when he said, ^ They told me you had 
no heart, now I believe it, and I thank you for that No.' 
It was rather a hard joke for him, but it's over now, and 
he won't have to do it again. You said I wouldn't dart 
tell him about you ; didn't I ? and haven't I won the — ^ 

The rest of the sentence went spinning dizzily through 
Dick's head, as a sudden tingling sensation pervaded his 
left ear, followed by a similar smart in the right ; and, 
for a moment, chaos seemed to have come again. What- 
evei Dolly did was thoroughly done : when she danced« 
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the soles of her shoes attested the fact ; when she flirted, 
it was warm work while it Listed ; and when the was 
<^gi79 it thundered, lightened, and blew great guns till 
the shower came, and the whole affair ended in a rain- 
bow. Therefore, being outwitted, disappointed, mor- 
tified and hort, her first impulse was to find a vent for 
these conflicting emotions ; and possessing skilfnl hands, 
she left them to arenge the wrong done her hearty which 
they did so faithfully, that if ever a yonng gentleman'f 
ears were vigorously and con4>letely boxed, Dick was 
that young individual. As the thunder-clap ceased, the 
gale began, and blew steadily for several minutes. 

^^Tou think it a joke, do you? I tell you it's a 
wicked, cruel thing; you've told a lie; you've broken 
August's heart, and made me so angry thai TU never 
forgive you as long as I live. What do you know about 
my feelings? and how dare you take it upon yourself to 
answer for me? Tou think because we are nearly the 
same age that I am no older than you, but you're mis- 
taken, for a boy of eighteen is a boy, a girl of seventeen 
is often a woman, with a woman's hopes and plans ; yon 
don't understand this any more than you do August's love 
for me, which you Ibtened to and laughed at. I said I 
didn't like him, and I didn't find out till afterward that I 
did ; then I was afiraid to tell you, lest you'd twit me 
with it. But now I care for no one, and I say I do like 
him, -^ yes, I love him with all my heart, and soul, and 
might, and Fd die this minute if I could undo the harm 
you've done, and see him happy I I know Fve been 
selfish, vain, and thoughtless, but I am not now ; I hoped 
he'd love me, hoped he*d see I cared for him, that I'd 
ii)ne trifling, and didn't mind if he wot poor« for Fd 
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enough for both ; that I longed to make hi0 life ploa«aot 
after all his troubles ; that I'd send for the little sister he 
loves so well, and never let him suffer any more ; for he 
is so good, so patient, so generous, and dear to me, I 
cannot do enough for him. Now it's all spoilt ; now 1 
:ma never tell him this, never comfort him in any way, 
isevor be happy again all my life, and you have done it ! ^ 

As Dolly stood before her brother, pouring out ber 
words with glittering eyes^ impetuous voice, and face 
pale with passionate emotion, he was scared ; for, as his 
scattered wits retnmed to him, he felt that he had been 
pla3ring with edge-tools, and had cut and slashed in rather 
a promiscuous manner. Dazed and diazy, he sat staring 
at the excited figure before him, forgetting the indignity 
he had received, the mistake he had made, the damage 
he had done, in simple wonder at the revolutions going 
on under his astonished eyes. When Dolly stopped for 
breath, he muttered with a contrite look, — 

" I'm very sorry, — it was only fun ; and I thought it 
would help you both, for how the deuce should I know 
you liked the man when you said you hated him ? ** 

«« I never said that, and if I'd wanted advice I should 
have gone to mother. Tou men go blundering off with 
half an idea in your heads, and never see your stupidity 
till you have made a mess that can't be mended ; we 
iromen don't work so, but save people's feelings, and are 
called hypocrites for our pains. I never meant to tell 
you, but I will now, to show you how I've been serving 
you, while you've been harming me : every one of those 
notes from Fan which you admire so much, answer so 
eareiuUy, and wear out in your pocket, though copied by 
her, were written by me.^ 
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^ Tb» dickins they were 1 ^ Up flew Dick, and dap* 
ping his hand on the lefi-breast pocket, out came a doisen 
piuk notes tied up with a blue ribbon, and much the 
worse for wear. He hastily turned them over as Dollj 
went on. 

** Yes, I did it, for she didn't know how to answer 
your notes, and came to me. I didn't laugh at them, or 
make fun of her, but helped her silly little wits, and made 
you a happy boy for three months, though you teased me 
day and night, for I loved you, and hadn't the heart to 
spoil your pleasure.** 

** You've done it now with a vengeance, and you're a 
pair of deceitful minxes. Fve paid you ofiT. Til give 
Fan one more note that will keep her eyes red for a 
month ; and I'll never love or trust a girl again as long 
as I live, — never 1 never 1 " 

Bed with wrath, Dick threw the treasured packet into 
the fire, punched it well down among the coals, flung 
away the poker, and turned about with a look and ge» 
ture which would have been very comical if they had not 
been decidedly pathetic, for, in spite of his years, a very 
tender heart beat under the blue jacket, and it was griev* 
ously wounded at the perfidy of the gentle little divinity 
whom he worshipped with daily increasing ardor. His 
eyes filled, but he winked resolutely ; his lips trembled, 
but he bit them hard ; his hands doubled themselves up, 
but he remembered his adversary was a woman ; and, as 
a last efibrt to preserve his masculine dignity, he began 
to whistle. 

As if the inconsistencies of womankind were to be 
shown him as rapidly as possible, at this moment the 
shower came on ; for, taking him tenderly about the neckt 
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DoUy fell to weeping so infectioiislj, that, after standing 
rigidly erect till a great tear dropped off the end of hia 
nose, Dick gave in, and laying his head on Dolly's 
shoulder, the brother and sister quenched their anger, 
washed away their malice, and soothed their sorrow by 
one of those natural processes so kindly provided for 
poor humanity, and so often despised as a weakness when 
it might prove a better strength than any pride. 



Dick cleared up firsts with no sign of the tempent but 
a slight mist through which his native sunshine glim 
mered pensively. 

*< Don't, dear, don't cry so ; it will make you sick, and 
won't do any good, for things will come right, or 111 
make 'em, and we'll be comfortable all round." 

^^ No, we never can be as we were, and it's all my 
fiiult. Fve betrayed Fan's confidence, I've spoiled your 
little romance, Fve been a thoughtless, wicked girl, Fve 
lost August ; and, oh, dear me, I wish I was dead 1 " 
with which funereal climax Dolly cried despairingly. 

^* Oh, come now, don't be dismal, and blame yourself 
for every trouble under the sun. Sit down and talk it 
over, and see what can be done. Poor old girl, I forgive 
ynu the notes, and say I vhu wrong to meddle witli Bopp. 
I got you into the scrape, and FU get you out if the sky 
don't fall, or Bopp blow his brains out, like a second 
Werthcr, before to-morrow." 

Dick drew the animated fountain to the wide chair, 
where they had sat together since they were bom, wiped 
her eyes, and patted her back, with an idea tliat it was 
■oothiug to babies, and why not to girls? 
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** I wiah mother was at home,** sighed DoDj, longing 
for that port which was always a haven of refuge in 
domestic squalls like this* 

^ Write, and tell her not to stay till Saturday.** 

**No; it would spoil her visit, and you know sha 
deferred it to help us through this dreadful masqneradsw 
Bnt I don*t know what to do.** 

** Why, bless your heart, it*s simple enough. 1*11 tell 
Bopp, beg his pardon, say ^ Dolly's willing,* and there 
you are all taut and ship^shape again.** 

*^ I wouldn*t for the world, Dick. It would be very 
hard for you, very awkward for me, and do no good in 
the end ; for August is so proud he*d never forgive yon 
for such a trick, would never believe that I * had a heart* 
after all you*ve said and Fve done ; and I should only 
hear with my own ears that he thanked me for that No. 
Oh, why can't people know when they are in love, and 
not go heels over head before they are ready I ** 

^< Well, if that don't suit, Til let it alone, for that is aD 
I can suggest ; and if you like your woman*s way better, 
try it, only you*ll have to fly round, because to^norrow is 
the last night, you know.** 

" I shan*t go, Dick.** 

^ Why not? we are going to give him the rosewood 
set of things, have speeches, cheers for the King of 
Chibs, and no end of ftm.** 

^^I can*t help it ; there would be no fim for me, and I 
couldn't look him in the face afler all this.** 

** Oh, pooh I jBS you could, or it will be the first time 
you dared not do damage with those wicked eyes of 
yours.** 

^It is the first time I ever loved any one." Dolly*! 
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voice was bo low, and her head drooped so much, that 
this brief confession was apparently pat away in Dick's 
poeket; and^ being an exceedingly novel one, illled 
tliat ardent youth with a desire to deposit a similar 
one in the other pocket, which, being emptied of its 
accustomed contents, left a somewhat aching void in itself 
and the heart underneath* After a moment's silence, ha 
said, — 

^^ Well, if you won't go, you can settle it when ha 
comes here, though I think we should oil do better to 
confess coming home in the dark." 

^' He won't come here again, Dick." 

** Won't he 1 that shows you don't know Bopp as well as 
L Hell come to say good-by, to thank mother for her 
kindness, and you and me for the little things we've done 
for him (I wish I'd left the last undone I), and go away 
like a gentleman, as he is, — see if he don't." 

" Do you think so ? Then I must see him." 

** I'm sure he will, for we men don't bear malice and 
sulk and bawl when we come to grief this way, but stand 
up and take it without winking, like the young Spartan 
brick when the fox was digging into him, you know." 

" Then of course you'll forgive Fan." 

'' I'U be hanged if I do," growled Dick. 

•• Ah ha 1 your theory is very good, sir, but your prao* 
tice is bosh," quoted Dolly, with a gleam of the old mia- 
chief in her face. 

Dick took a sudden turn through the room, burst oat 
laughing, and came back, saying heartily, — 

*^ 111 own up ; it is mean to feel so, aod I'll think about 
forgiving you both ; but she may stop up tlie hole in the 
wall, for she won't get any more letters just yet ; and yon 
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niflf devote yoar epistolary powers to A. Bopp in fiitnre. 
Well, what is it? free jour mind, and have done with it ; 
hut don't make your nose red, or take the starch out of 
1117 collar with any more salt water, if yon please.** 

^* No, I won't ; and I only want to say that, as you 
owe the eiq>lanation to us both, perhaps it would be best 
Ibr you to tell August your part of the thing as you come 
home to-morrow, and then leave the rest to fate, I can't 
let him go away thinking me such a heartless creature, 
and once gone it will be too late to mend the matter. 
Can you do this without getting me into another scrape, 
do you think?'' 

<« I haven't a doubt of it, and I call that sensible. FU 
iz it capitally, — go down on my knees in the mud, if it 
is necessary; treat you like eggs for fear of another 
smash-up ; and bring him home in such a tip-top state, 
youll only have to nod and find yourself Mrs. B. any 
day you like. Now lef s kiss and be friends, and then 
go pitch into that pie for luncheon." 

So they did ; and an hour afterward were rioting m 
the garret under pretence of putting grandma's things 
away ; for at eighteen, in spite of love and mischief, boys 
and girls have a spell to exorcise blue devils, and a happj 
faculty of forgetting that *' the world is hollow, and their 
dolls stuffed with sawdusf 

Dick was right, for on the following evening, after the 
lesson, Mr. Bopp did go home with him, ^* to say good-by, 
like a gentleman as he was." Dolly got over the first 
greeting in the dusky hall, and as her guest passed on to 
the parlor, she popped her head out to ask anxiously, *• 

^^ Did you say anything, Dick ? " 

M I couldn't ; something has happened to him ; hell 
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leD yon about it. Tm going to see to the hone, so take 
your time, and do what jou like ; '' with which vagus 
information Dick vanished, and D0II7 wished herself any- 
where but where she was. 

Mr. Bopp sat before the fire, looking so haggard and 
worn-out that the girl's conscience pricked her sorely for 
her part in the change ; but plucking up her courage, she 
stirred briskly among the tea-cups, asking, — 

^ What shall I give you, sir? " 

** Thank you, I haf no care to eat.** 

Something in his spiritless mien and sorrowful voice 
made Dolly's eyes fill; but knowing she must depend 
upon herself now, and make the best of her position, she 
said kindly, yet nervously,— 

^* Yon look tired : let me do something for you if I 
can ; shall I sing for you a little ? you once said musis 
rested you/' 

*^ You are kind ; I could like that I thimiu ^Ezcoose 
me if I am dull, I haf, — yes, a little air if you please.** 

More and more disturbed by his absent, troubled man- 
ner, Dolly began a Grerman song he had taught her, but 
before the first line was sung he stopped her with an 
imploring, — 

** For Gott sake not that I I cannot hcdO* it this night 1 
k was the last I sung her in the Vaterland." 

*^ Mr. Bopp, what is it? Dick says you have a tron* 
ble ; tell me, and let us help you if we can. Are you 
ill, in want, or has any one ix^ured you in any way? 
Oh, let me help you I ** 

Tears had been streaming down Mr. Bopp's cheeks, 
but as slie spoke he checked them, and tried to answef 
steadily, — 
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** No, I am not ill ; I haf no wants now, and no one 
has hurt me but in kindness ; yet I haf so great a grief, 
I could not bear it all alone, and so I came to ask a lit- 
tle sjmpathj from jour good Mutter, who has been kind 
to me as if I was a son. She is not here, and I thought 
I would stop back my grief; but that moosic was too 
much ; you pity me, and so I tell you* See, now I whea 
I find things go bright with me, and haf a hope of much 
work, I take the little store I saved, I send it to my 
firiend Carl Hoffman, who is coming from my home, and 
say, ^ Bring Ulla to me now, for I can make life go well 
to her, and I am hungry till I haf her in my arms again/ 
I tell no one, for I am bold to think that one day I come 
here with her in my hand, to let her thank you in her so 
sweet way for all you haf done for me. Well, I watch 
the wind, I count the days, I haf no rest for joy ; and 
when Carl comes, I fly to him. He gifs me back my 
store, he falls upon my neck and does not speak, then I 
know my little girl will never come, for she has gone to 
Himmel before I could make a home for her on earth. 
Oh, my Ulla I it is hard to bear ; ** and poor Mr. Bopp 
covered his face, and laid it down on his empty plate, as 
if he never cared to lift it up again. 

Then Dolly forgot herself in her great sympathy, and, 
going to him, she touched the bent head with a soothing 
hand ; let her tears flow to comfort his ; and whispered 
in ber tenderest voice, — 

*^ Dear Mr. Bopp, I wish I could cure this sorrow, but 
as I cannot, let me bear it with you ; let me tell you how 
we loved the little child, and longed to see her ; how we 
should have rejoiced to know you had so dear a friend to 
make your life happy in this strange land ; how we shal) 
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grieve for your great loss, and long to prove our respeet 
and love for jon. I cannot aaj this as I ought, but, oh, 
be oomfortedy for 7011 will see the child again, and, 
remembering that she waits for jou, yon will be glad to 
go when Grod calls yon to meet your Ulla in that other 
Fatherland.*" 

^* Ah, I will go now I I haf no wish to stay, for aU 
my life is black to me. If I had found that other httle 
friend to fill her place, I should not grieve so much, 
because she is weller there above than I could make her 
here ; but no : I wait for that other one ; I save all my 
heart for her ; I send it, but it comes back to me ; then 
1 know my hope is dead, and I am all alone in the 
strange land." 

There was neither bitterness nor reproach in these 
broken words, only a patient sorrow, a regretful pain, as 
if he saw the two lost loves before him, and uttered over 
tliem an irrepressible lament. It was too much for 
Dolly, and with sudden resolution she spoke out &st and 
low, — 

*' Mr. Bopp, that was a mistake. It was not me you 
saw at the masque ; it was Dick. He played a cruel 
trick ; he insulted you and wronged me by that deceit, 
and I find it very hard to pardon him.'* 

«^ What I what is that?" and Mr. Bopp looked up with 
tears still shining in his beard, and intense surprise in 
every feature of his face. 

Dolly turned scarlet, and her heart beat &st as she 
repeated with an unsteady voice, — 

*' It was Dick, not me." 

A cloud swept over Mr. Bopp's face, and he knit his 
bivws a moment as if Dolly had not been far from right 
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when she said ^^ he never would forgive the joke/' IVes* 
entljy he spoke in a tone she had never heard before, — 
cold and quiet, — and in his eje she thought she read 
contempt for her brother and herself; 

^^ I see now, and I saj no more but this ; it was not 
kind when I so trusted jou. Tet it is well, for jou and 
Bichart are so one, I haf no doubt he spoke your wish." 

Here was a desperate state of things. D0II7 had done 
her best, yet he did not, or would not, understand, and 
before she could restrain them, the words slipped over 
her tongue, — 

^^ No 1 Dick and I never agree/' 

Mr. Bopp started, swept three spoons and a tea-cup off 
the. table as he turned, for something in the hasty whisper 
reassured him. The color sprang up to his cheek, the 
old warmth to his eye, the old erectness to his figure, and 
the eager accent to his voice. Ho rose, drew Dolly 
nearer, took her face between his hands, and bending, 
fixed on her a look tender, yet conmianding, as he said, 
with an earnestness that stirred her as words had never 
done before, — 

«« Dollce, he said No I do you say Tes?** 

She could not speak, but her heart stood up in her 
•yes, and answered him so eloquently that he was satisfied. 

^« Thank the Lord, it's all right ! " thought Dick, as, 
peeping in at the window ten minutes later, he saw Dolly 
enthroned upon Mr. Bopp's knee, both her hands in his, 
and an expression in her April countenance which proved 
that she found it natural and pleasant to be sitting there, 
with her h^ad on the kind heart that loved her ; to hear 
herself called ^^ meine Uibchm " ; to know that she alone 
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eoiild comfini him fi»r little Ulla's loss, and fill htr emp^ 
pUce* 

^^Thej maks a very prettj landscape, but too much 
houej isn't good for 'em, so 111 go in, and we'll eat» 
drink p and be merry, in honor of the night." 

He rattled the latch and tramped on the mat, to warn 
Ihem of his approach, and appeared just as Dollj was 
skimming into a chair, and Mr. Bopp picking np the 
spoons, which he dropped again to meet Dick, and kinv- 
Ing him on both cheeks, after the fashion of his country, 
as he said, pointing to Dolly, — 

^* See, it is all fine again. I forgif you, and leave all 
blame to that bad spirit, Mephistopheles, who has much 
pranks like that, but never pays one for their pain, as 
you haf me. Heart's dearest, come and say a friendly 
word to Bichart, then we will haf a little health : Long 
life and happiness to the King of Clubs and the Queen 
of Hearts." 

"Yes, August, and as he's to be a farmer, well add 
another : « Wiser wits and better manners to the Knave 
of Spades.'" 
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AH, dear me, dear me, Fm a deal too comfortaUe t* 
Judging from appearances, Mrs. Podgers certainly liad 
some cause for that unusual exclamation. To begin 
with, the room was comfortable. It was tidy, bright, 
and warm ; full of cosy comers and capital contrivances 
for quiet enjoyment. The chairs seemed to extend their 
plump arms invitingly; the old-fashioned sofa was so 
hospitable, that whoever sat down upon it was slow to get 
up ; the pictures, though portraits, did not stare one out 
of countenance, but surveyed the scene with an air of 
tranquil enjoyment; and the unshuttered windows al- 
lowed the cheeiy li^t to shine out into the snowy street 
through blooming screens of Christmas roses and white 
ehrysanthemums. 

The fire was comfortable ; for it was neither hidden in 
a stove nor imprisoned behind bars, but went rollicking 
up the wide chimney with a jovial roar. It flickered 
over the supper-table as if curious to discover what 
savory viands were concealed under the shining covers. 
It touched up the old portraits till tliey seemed to wink ; 
it covered the walls with comical shadows, as if the portly 
chairs had set their arms akimbo and were dancing a 
jig ; it flashed out into the street with a voiceless greet- 
ing to every passer-by; it kindled mimio fires in the 

(143) 
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brass andirons and the teapot simmering on the hob| 
and* best of all, it shone its brightest on Mrs. Podgersi 
as if conscious that it couldn^t do a better thing. 

Mrs. Podgers was comfortable as she sat there, buxom, 
blooming, and brisk, in spite of her fortj years and her 
iridow's cap. Her black gown was illuminated to such 
an extent that it couldn't look sombre; her cap had 
given up trying to be prim long ago, and cherry ribbons 
wouldn't have made it more becoming as it set off her 
crisp black hair, and met in a coquettish bow under her 
plump chin ; her white apron encircled her trim waist, 
as if conscious of its advantages ; and the mouming^pin 
upon her bosom actually seemed to twinkle with satisfa<y 
tion at the enviable post it occupied. 

The sleek cat, purring on the hearth, was comfortable, 
so was the agreeable fragrance of mufRns that pervaded 
the air, so was the drowsy tick of the clock in the comer ; 
and if anything was needed to give a finishing touch to 
the general comfort of the scene, the figure pausing in 
the doorway supplied the want most successfully. 

Heroes are always expected to be young and comely^ 
also fierce, melancholy, or at least what novel-readers 
eall *< interesting *' ; but I am forced to own that mj 
present hero was noue of these. Half the real beauty, 
virtue, and romance of the world gets put into humble 
souls, hidden in plain bodies. Mr. Jerusalem Turner 
was an example of this ; and, at the risk of shocking 
my sentimental readers, I must frankly state that he was 
fifty, stout, and bald, also that he used bad grammar, 
had a double chin, and was only the Co. in a prosperous 
grocery store. A hale and hearty old gentleman, with 
cheoriul brown eyes, a ruddy countenance, and curly gray 
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luur sticking up all round his head, with an air of energy 
and independence that was pleasant to behold. There 
he stood, beaming upon the unconscious Mrs. Podgers, 
softly rubbing his hands, and smiling to himself with the 
air of a man eiyoying the chief satisfaction of his life, 
aa he was. 

*^ Ah, dear me, dear me, Fm a deal too comfortable * * 
sighed Mrs. Podgors, addressing the teapot. 

** Not a bit, mum, not a bit.'' 

In walked the gentleman, and up rose the lady, saymg, 
with a start and an aspect of relief, — 

** Bless me, I didn't hear you I I began to think you 
were never coming to your tea, Mr. 'Busalem*'' 

Everybody called him Mr. 'Rusalem, and many people 
were ignorant that he had any other name. He liked it, 
for it began with the children, and the little voices had 
endeared it to him, not to mention the sound of it from 
Mrs Podgers' lips for ten years. 

^^ I know Pm late, mum, but I reaUy couldn't help it. 
To-night's a busy time, and the lads are just good for 
nothing with their jokes and spirits, so I stayed to steady 
'em, and do a little job that turned up unexpected." 

** Sit right down and have your tea while you can, 
Ihen. Pve kept it warm for you, and the muffins ar9 
done lovely." 

Mrs. Podgers bustled about with an alacri^ that 
seemed to give an added relish to the supper ; and when 
her companion was served, she sat smiling at him with 
her lumd on the teapot, ready to replenish his cup before 
he could ask for it. 

*' Have things been fretting of you, mum? Too 
looked down-hearUid as I came in, and that ain't ao- 
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eordiD* to tlie time of year, which is merry,'* said Mr. 
*Ru8alem, stirring his tea with a sense of solid satisfaction 
that would have sweetened a far less palatable draught. 

*^ It's the teapot ; I don't know what^s got into it 
to*nighi; but, as I was waiting for yon, it set me 
thinking of one thing and another, till I declare I felt as 
if it had up and spoke to me, showing me how I wasn't 
grateful enough for my blessings, but m deal more com- 
fortable than I deserved." 

While speaking, Mrs. Podgers' eyes rested on an 
inscription which encircled the corpulent little silver tea> 
pot : *^ To owr Benefactor^ — They who give to the poor lend 
to the Lord/' Now one wouldn't think there was any* 
thing in the speech or the inscription to disturb Mr 
'Rusalem ; but there seemed to be, for he fidgeted in his 
chair, dropped his fork, and glanced at the teapot with a 
very odd expression. It was a capital little teapot, solid, 
bright as hands could make it, and ornamented with a 
robust young cherub perched upon the lid, regardless of 
the warmth of his seat. With her eyes still fixed upon 
it, Mrs. Podgers continued meditatively, -— 

^* You know how fond I am of the teapot for poor 
Podgers* sake. I really feel quite superstitious about 
it ; and when thoughts come to me, as I sit watching it,, 
I have faith in them, because they always remind ma of 
the past." 

Here, after vain efforts to restrain himself, Mr. Busa- 
lem broke into a sudden laugh, so hearty and infectious 
that Mrs. Podgers couldn't help smiling, even while she 
shook her head at him. 

** I beg pardon, mum, it's hysterical ; VU never io it 
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Bgain,** panted Mr. 'Busalem, as he got his breath, and 
went soberly on with his supper. 

It was a singuhir fact that whenever the teapot was 
particularlj alluded to he always behaved in this incom- 
prehensible manner, — laughed, begged pardon, said it 
was hysterical, and promised never to do it again. It 
used to trouble Mrs. Podgers very much, but she had 
grown used to it ; and having been obliged to overlook 
many oddities in the departed Podgers, she easily forgave 
'Busalem his only one. After the laugh there was a 
pause, during which Mrs. Podgers sat absently polishing 
up the silver cherub, with the memory of the little son 
who died two Christmases ago lying heavy at her heart, 
and Mr. 'Busalem seemed to be turning something over 
in his mind as he watched a bit of butter sink luxuri- 
ously into the warm bosom of a muffin. Once or twice 
he paused as if listening, several times he stole a look at 
Mrs. Podgers, and presently said, in a somewhat anxious 
tone, — 

*^ You was saying just now that you was a deal too 
comfortable, mum ; would you wish to be made uncom- 
fortable in order to realize your blessings ? ** 

*^ Tes, I should. Fm getting lazy, selfish, and forgec- 
ftil of other folks* You leave me nothing to do, and 
make everything so easy for me that I'm growing young 
and giddy again* Now that isn't as it should be^ 
•Rusalem.'* 

^^ It meets my views exactly, mum. YouVe had your 
hard times, your worryments and cares, and now it's 
right to take your rest/' 

**Then why don't you take yours? I'm sure you've 
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earned it dmdging thirty years in the Btore, with more 
extra work than holidays for your ahare*** 

''Oh well, mum, it's different with me, you know. 
Business is amusing ; and Fm so used to it I shouldn*i 
know myself if I was out of the store for good." 

^ Well, I hope you are saving up something against 
die time when business won*t be amusing. You are so 
generous, I'm afraid you forget you can't work for other 
people all your days." 

'' Yes, mum, I've put by a little svm in a safe bank 
that pays good interest, and when I'm past work I'U fall 
back and enjoy it." 

To judge from the cheerful content of the old gentle 
man's (ace he was enjoying it already, as he looked about 
him with the air of a man who had made a capital 
investment, and was in the receipt of generous dividends. 
Seeing Mrs. Podgers' bright eye fixed upon him, as 
if she suspected something, and would have the truth 
out of him in two minutes, he recalled the conversation 
to the point from which it had wandered. 

'' If you would like to try how a little misery suits 
you, mum, I can accommodate you if you'U step up* 
stairs." 

'^Grood gracious, what do you mean? Who's up there? 
Why didn't you tell me before ? " cried Mrs. Podgers, in 
a flutter of interest, curiosity, and surprise, as he knew 
she would be. 

'^ You see, mum, I was doubtful how you'd like it I 
did it without stopping to think, and then I was afraid 
you'd consider it a liberty." 

Mr. 'Riiflalem spoke with some hesitation ; but Mrs. 
Podgers didn't wait to hear him, for she was already at 
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tbe door, Ump in hand, and would have been off had she 
known where to go, ^^up-stairs'* being a somewhat vague 
expression* The old gentleman led the way to the room 
he had occupied for thirty years, in spite of Mrs. Pod* 
gers' frequent offers of a better and brighter one. He 
was attached to it, small and dark as it was, for the joys 
and sorrows of more than half his life had come to him 
in that little room, and somehow when he was there it 
brightened up amazingly* Mrs. Podgers looked well 
about her, but saw nothing new, and her conductor said, 
as he paused beside the bed, — 

^* Let me tell you how I found it before I show it. You 
see, mum, I had to step down the street just at dark, and 
passing the windows I give a glance in, as Pve a bad 
habit of doing when the lamps is lighted and you a set- 
ting there alone. Well, mum, what did I see outside but 
a ragged little chap a flattening his nose against tlie 
glass, and staring in with all his eyes. I didn't blame 
him much for it, and on I goes without a word. When 
I came back I see him a lying close to the wall, and 
mistrusting that he was up to some game that might give 
you a scare, I speaks to him ; he don't answer ; I 
touches him : he don't stir ; then I picks him up, and see- 
ing that he's gone in a fit or a faint, I makes for the 
store with a will. He come to rapid ; and finding that 
he was most froze and starved, I fed and warmed and 
fixed him a trifle, and then tucked him away hero, for 
he's got no folks to worry for him, and was too used up 
to go out again to-night. That's the story, mum ; and 
now ni produce the little chap if I can find him." 

With that Mr. 'Rusalem began to gix)pe about tbe bed, 
ehuckling, yet somewhat anxious, for not a vestige of as 
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eccnpant appeared, till a dive downward produced a sad- 
den agitation of the dothes, a squeak, and the unexpected 
appearance out at the foot of the bed of a singular figure, 
that dodged into a comer, with one arm up, as if to 
ward off a blow, while a sleepy little roice exclaimed 
beseechingly, ^* Tm up, I'm up, donH hit me I ** 

**Lord love the child, who'd think of doing thai! 
Wake up, Joe, and see your friends,'' said Mr. 'Busa* 
lem, advancing cautiously. 

At the sound of his voice down went the arm, and 
Mrs. Podgers saw a boy of nine or ten, arrayed in a 
flannel garment that evidently belonged to Mr. 'Rusalem, 
for though none too long it was immensely broad, and 
the voluminous sleeves were pinned up, showing a pair 
of wasted arms, chapped with cold and mottled with 
bruises. A large blue sock still covered one foot, the 
other was bound up as if hurt. A tall cotton nightcap, 
garnished with a red tassel, looked like a big extinguisher 
on a small candle ; and from under it a pair of dark, 
hollow eyes glanced sharply with a shrewd, suspicious 
look, that made the little face more pathetic than the 
marks of suffering, neglect, and abuse, which told the 
child's story without words. As if quite reassured by 
'Rusalem's presence, the boy shuffled out of his comer, 
saying coolly, as he prepared to climb into his nest 
again,— 

** I thought it was the old one when you grabbed me. 
Ain't this bed a first-rater, though?" 

Mr. 'Rusalcm lifted the composed young personage 
into the middle of the big bed, where he sat bolt upright, 
surveying the prospect from under the extinguisher with 
an equanimity that quite took the good lady's breath 
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awajT, But Mr. 'Busalem fell back and pointed to him, 
Mjing, ^^ There he is, mum,** with as much pride and 
satisfaction as if he had found some rare and yaluable 
treasure; for the little child was very precious in his 
sight. Mrs. Podgers reallj didn't know whether to 
kngh or cry, and settled the matter by plumping down 
beside the boy, saying oordiaUy, as she took the grimy 
bttle hands into her own, — 

*^ He's heartily welcome, *Busalenu Now teD me aD 
about it, my poor dear, and don't be afraid.'' 

^^ Ho, I ain't afiraid a you nor he. I ain't got nothin' 
to tell, only my name's Joe and Fm sleepy." 

^^ Who is your mother, and where do yon live, deary ?** 
asked Mrs. Podgers, haunted with the idea that some 
woman must be anxious for the child. 

** Ain't got any, we don't have 'em where I lives. The 
old one takes care a me." 

*« Who is the old one?" 

^^ Granny. I works for her, and she lets me stay 
alonger her." 

**' Bless the dear ! what work can such a mite do? " 

^^ Heaps a things. I sifs ashes, picks rags, goes beg- 
gin', runs arrants, and sometimes the big fellers lets me 
call papers. That's fun, only I gets knocked round, 
and it hurts, you'd better believe." 

*^ Did you come here begging, and, being afraid to ring, 
stand outside looking in at me ei^oying myself, like a 
selfish creeter as I am?" 

** I forgot to ask for the cold vittles a lookin' at warm 
ones, and thinkin' if they was mine what I'd give the littls 
fellers when I has my tree." 

**Tour what, chad?" 
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<< My ChristmaB-tanee. Look a here, Tve got It, and 
all these to put on it to-morrer." 

From under his pillow the boj produced a small 
branch of hemlock, dropped from some tree on its pas- 
sage to a gayer festival than little Joe's ; also an old 
handkerchief which contained his treasures, — only a 
few odds and ends picked up in the streets: a gnarly 
apple, half-a-dozen nuts, two or three dingy bonbons, 
gleaned from the sweepings of some store, and a bit of 
cheese, which last possession he evidently prised highly. 

^^ That's for the old one ; she likes it, and I kep it for 
her, — cause she don't hit so hard when I fetch her 
goodies. You don't mind, do you ? " he said, looking 
inquiringly at Mr. 'Rusalem, who blew his nose like a 
trumpet, and patted the big nightcap with a fatherly 
gesture more satisfactory than words. 

'^ What have you kept for yourself, dear? " asked Mrs. 
Podgers, with an irrepressible sniff, as she looked at the 
poor little presents, and remembered that they ^^ didn't 
have mothers " where the child lived. 

^*0h, I had my treat alonger him," said the boy, 
nodding toward 'Busalom, and adding enthusiastically, 
*^ Wasn't that prime I It was real Christmasy a settin' 
by the fire, eating lots and not bein' hit." 

Here Mrs. Podgers broke down ; and, taking the boy 
in her arms, sobbed over him as if she had found her 
lost Neddy in this sad shape. Tlie little lad regarded 
her demonstration with some uneasiness at first, but 
tliere is a magic about a genuine woman that wins its 
way everywhere, and soon the outcast nestled to her, 
feeling that this wonderful night was getting more 
^« Christmasy" every minute. 
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Mrs. Podgers was herself again directly ; and seeing 
Uiat the child's eyelids were heavy with weakness and 
weariness, she made him comfortable amoug the pillows, 
and began to sing the lullaby that used to hush her little 
son to sleep. Mr. 'Rusalem took something from hid 
drawer, and was stealing away, when the child opened 
his eyes and started up, calling out as he nodded, till th« 
tassel danced on this preposterous cap, — 

** I say I good night, good night I ** 

Looking much gratified, Mr. 'Rusalem returned, shook 
the little hand extended to him, kissed the grateful face, 
and went away to sit on the stairs with tear after tear 
dropping off the end of his nose, as he listened to the 
voice that, after two years of silence, sung the air this 
simple soul thought the loveliest in the world. At first, 
it was more sob than song, but soon the soothing music 
flowed on unbroken, and the wondering, child, for the 
first time within his memory, fell asleep in the sweet 
shelter of a woman's arms. 

When Mrs. Podgers came out, she found Mr. 'Rusalem 
intent on stuffing another parcel into a long gray stocking 
already full to overflowing. 

^^For the little chap, mum. He let fall that he'd 
never done this sort of thing in his life, and as he hadn't 
any stockings of his own, poor dear, I took the liberty 
of lending him one of mine," explained Mr. ^usalem, 
surveying the knobby article with evident regret that it 
.wasn't bigger. 

Mrs. Podgers said nothing, but looked from the stock- 
ing to the fatherly old gentleman who held it ; and it is 
my private belief, that if Mrs. Podgers had obeyed the 
impulse of her heart, she would have forgotten decorumi 
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and kiMed him on the spot. She didn't, however, bu^ 
went brisklj into her own room, whence she presently 
returned with red ejes, and a pOe of small garments in 
her hands* Having nearly exhausted his pincushion in 
trying to suspend the heavy stocking, Mr. 'Rusalem had 
just succeeded as she appeared. He saw what she 
carried, watched her arrange the little shirt, jacket and 
trousers, the half-worn shoes and tidy socks, beside the 
bed, with motherly care, and stand looking at the un- 
conscious child, with an expression which caused Mr. 
'Rusalem to dart down stairs, and compose himself by 
rubbing his hair erect, and shaking his fist in the painted 
tuce of the late Podgers. 

An hour or two later the store was dosed, the room 
cleared, Mrs. Podgers in her arm-chair on one side of 
the hearth, with her knitting in her hand, Mr. 'Busalem 
in his arm-chair on the other side, with his newspaper on 
his knee, both looking so cosy and comfortable that any 
one would have pronounced them a Darby and Joan on 
the spot. Ah, but they weren't, you see, and that spoilt 
the illusion, to one par^ at least. Both were rather 
silent, both looked thoughtfully at the fire, and the fire 
gave them both excellent counsel, as it seldom fails to do 
when it finds any kindred warmth and brightness in the 
hearts and souls of those who study it. Mrs. Podgers 
kindled first, and broke out suddenly with a nod of great 
determination. 

^^ 'Rusalem, Fm going to keep that boy if it's pos- 
sible!" 

*^ You shall, mum, whether it's possible or not,** he 
answered, nodding back at her with equal decision. 

*^ I don't know why I never thought of such a thing 
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before. There's a many chfldren Buffering for mothers, 
end heaven knows Fm wearjring for some little child to fill 
my Nedd/s place, I wonder if jon didn't think of this 
when jou took that boj in ; it wonld be just like you I ** 

Mr. 'Rusalem shook his head, but looked so foUijf 
that Mrs. Podgers was satisfied, caUed him ^^a thou^^ 
fol dear/' within herself, and kindled still more. 

** Between you, and Joe, and the teapot, Fve gol 
another idea into mj stupid head, and I know jon won't 
laugh at it. That loving little soul has tried to get a 
tree for some poor babies who have no one to think of 
them but him, and even remembered the old one, who 
must be a wretch to hit that child, and hit hard, too, J 
know by the looks of his arms. Well, Fve a great 
longing to go and give him a tree, — a right good one, like 
those Neddy used to have ; to get in the * little fellers' 
he tells of, give them a good dinner, and then a regular 
Christmas frolic. Can't it be done ? " 

^^ Nothing could be easier, mum ; " and Mr. 'Bosaleus 
who had been taking counsel with the fire till be quite 
glowed with warmth and emotion, nodded, smOod, and 
rubbed his hands, as if Mrs. Podgers had invited him ttf 
a Lord Mayor^s feast, or some equally gorgeous jolliflca 
Uon. 

** I suppose if s the day, and thinking of how H cama 
to be, that makes me feci as if I wanted to help every^ 
body, and makes this Christmas so bright and happy that 
I never can forget it," continued the good woman, with 
a heartiness that made her honest face quite beautifol to 
behold. 

If Mrs. Podgers had only known what was going on 
under the capacious waistcoat opposite, she would have 
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held her tongae ; for the more charitable, earnest, and 
tender-hearted she grew, the harder it became for Mr. 
'Busalem to restrain the declaration which had been 
hovering on his lips ever since old ^Podgers died. As 
the comely relict sat there talking- in that genial waj, 
and glowing with good-will to all mankind, it was too 
much for Mr. 'Rusalem; and finding it impossible to 
resist the desire to know his fate, he yielded to it, gave 
a porpentous hem, and said abruptly, — - 

" Well, mum, have I done it ? " 

**Done what?" asked Mrs. P., going on with her 
work. 

*' Made yon uncomfortable, according to promise.** 

^* Oh dear, no, you've made me very happy, and wili 
have to try again,*' she answered, laughing. 

" I wiU, mum." 

As he spoke Mr. 'Rusalem drew his chair nearer, 
leaned forward, and looking straight at her, said deliber- 
ately, though his voice shook a little, — 

^* Mrs. Podgers, I love you hearty ; would you hava 
any objections to marrying of me ? " 

Not a word said Mrs. Podgers; but her knitting 
dropped out of her hand, and she looked as uncomfort- 
able as she could desire. 

** I thought that would do it," muttered Mr. 'Rnsalem , 
but went on steadily, though his ruddy face got paler and 
paler, his voice huskier and huskier, and his heart fuller 
and fuller every word he attempted. 

** You see, mum, I have took the liberty of loving you 
ever since you came, more than ten years ago. I was 
eager to make it known long before this, but Podgers 
spoke first and then it was no use. It come hard for a 
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time, bat I learned to give yon up, though I couldn't 
learn not to love you, being as it was impossible. Since 
Podgers died Tve tomed it o^er in my mind frequent, 
but felt as if I was too old, and rough, and poor every 
way to ask so much. Lately, the wish has growed too 
strong for me, and to-night it won't be put down. If 
you want a trial, mum, I should be that I'll warrant, for 
do my best, I could never be all I'm wishful of being 
for your sake. Would you give it name, and if not 
agreeable, we'll let it drop, mum, we'll let it drop." 

If it hadn't been for the teapot, Mrs. Podgers would 
have said Yes at once. The word was on her lips, but as 
she looked up the fire flashed brightly on the teapot 
(which always occupied the place of honor on the 
sideboard, for Mrs. P. was intonsely proud of it), and 
she stopped to think, for it reminded her of something. 
In order to explain this, we must keep Mr. 'Busalem 
waiting for his answer a minute. 

Rather more than ten years ago, old Podgers happen- 
ing to want a housekeeper, invited a poor relation to All 
that post in bis bachelor establishment. He never would 
have thought of marrying her, though the young woman 
was both notable and handsome, if he hadn't discovered 
that his partner loved her. Whereupon the perverse old 
fellow immediately proposed, lest he should lose hi'« 
housekeeper, and was accepted from motives of grati- 
tude. Mrs. Podgers was a dutiful wife, but not a very 
happy one, for the world said that Mr. P. was a hard, 
miserly man, and his wife was forced to believe the 
world in the right, till the teapot changed her (pinion. 
There happened to be much suffering among the pooi 
\»ue year, owing to the burning of the milJs, and contri* 
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butions were solicited for their relief* Old Podgers, 
though a rich man, refused to give a penny, but it was 
afterwards discovered that his private cliaritics exceeded 
many more ostentatious ones, and the word '* miserly ** 
was changed to *^ peculiar.** When times grew pros- 
perous again, the workmen, whose families had been so 
qaidtly ser^-ed, clubbed together, got the teapot, and left 
it at Mr. Podgers' door one Christmas Eve. But the 
old gentleman never saw it; his dinner had been too 
much for him, and apoplexy took him off that very 
aAemoon. 

In the midst of her grief Mrs. Podgers was surprised, 
touched and troubled by tliis revelation, for she had 
known nothing of the affair till the teapot came. Woniuo« 
like, she felt great remorse for what now seemed Jiko 
blinduess and ingratitude ; she fancied she owed hiio 
some atonement, aud remembering how often lie Imd 
expressed a hope that she wouldn't marry again aAer he 
was gone, she resolved to gratify him. The buxom 
widow had had many opportunities of putting off her 
weeds, but she had refused all offers without regret till 
uow. The teapot reminded her of Podgers and her vow ; 
and though her heart rebelled, she thought it her duly to 
check the answer that sprung to her lips, and slowly, but 
decidedly, replied, — 

^^ I*m truly grateful to you, *Rusalem, but I couldn't 
do it. Don't think you'd ever be a trial, for you're the 
last man to be that to any woman. It's a feeling I have 
that it wouldn't be kind to Podgers. I can't forget how 
much I owe him, how much I wronged him, and how 
much I can please him by staying as I am, for his 
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frequent words were, 'Keep the property together, and 
don't marry, Jane.*" 

** Very well, mum, then we'll let it drop, and fall back 
into the old ways. Don't fret yourself about it, I shall 
bear up, and — " there Mr. 'Hnsalem's voice gave out, 
and he sat frowning at the fire, bent on bearing up man> 
fully, though it was yery hard to find that Podgers dead 
as well as Podgers living was to keep from him the hap- 
piness he had waited for so long. His altered face and 
broken voice were almost too much fi>r Mrs. P., and she 
found it necessary to confirm her resolution by telling it. 
Laying one hand on his shoulder, she pointed to the tea* 
pot with the other, saying gently, — 

** The day that came and 1 found out how good he 
was, too late to beg his pardon and love him for it, I 
said to myself, ^ I'll be true to Podgers till I die, because 
that's all I can do now to show my repentance and re* 
spect.' But for that feeling and that promise I couldn't 
say No to you, 'Busalem, for you've been my best friend 
all these years, and PU be yours all my life, though I 
can't be anything else, my dear." 

For the first time since its arrival, the mention of the 
teapot did not produce the accustomed demonstratioo 
from Mr. 'Rusalem. On the contrary, he looked at it 
with a momentary expression of indignation and disgusti 
strongly 8u;:^gestive of an insane desire to cast the pre>- 
cious relic on the floor and trample on it. If any sunh 
temptation did assail him, he promptly curbed it, and 
looked about the room with a forlorn air, that made 
Mrs. Podgers hate herself, as he meekly answered, — 

^^I'm obliged to you, mum; the feeling does you 
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honor. Don't mind me, it's rather a blow, but HI be 
up again directly." 

Ho retired behind his pai>er as he spoke* and Mrs. 
Podgers spoilt her knitting in respectful suenoe, till Mr. 
*Rii8alem began to read aloud as usual, to assure her that 
ic spite of the blow he wa$ up again. 

In the gray dawn the worthy gentleman was roused 
from his slumbers, by a strange voice whispering shrilly 
in his ear, — 

*^ I say, there's two of em. Ain't it jolly? ** 

Starting up, he beheld a comical little goblin standing 
at his bedside, with a rapturous expression of counte* 
nance, and a pair of long gray stockings in its hands. 
Both were heaping full, but one was evidently meant for 
Mr. 'Rusalem, for every wish, whim and fancy of his 
had been guessed, and gratified in a way that touched 
him to the heart. If it were not indecorous to invade 
the privacy of a gentleman's apartment, I could describe 
how there were two boys in the big bed that morning ; 
how the old boy revelled in the treasures of his stocking 
aR heartily as the young one; how they laughed and 
exclaimed, pulled each others nightcaps off, and had a 
regular pillow fight ; how little Joe was got into his new 
clothes, and strutted like a small peacock in them ; how 
Mr. 'RiLsalcm made himself splendid in his Sunday best, 
and spent ten good minutes in tying the fine craTat 
somebody had hemmed for him. But lest it should be 
thought improper, I will merely say, that nowhere in the 
city did the sun shine on happier faces thiin these two 
showed I^lrs. Podgers, as Mr. 'Rusalem came in with 
Joe on his shoulder, both wishing her a merry Christ 
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mas, AS heartilj as if this were the first Uie world had 
evftr seen. 

Mrs. Podgers was as brisk and blithe as tliey, thongh 
she must have sat up one-half the night making presents 
for them, and laid awake the other half making plans 
for the day. As soon as she had hugged Joe, toasted 
him red, and heaped his plate with everything on the 
table, she told them the order of performances. 

^* As soon as ever you canH eat any more yoq must 
order home the tree, 'Rusalem, and then go with Joe to 
invite the party, while I see to dinner, and dress up the 
pine as well as I can in such a hurry.** 

** Yes, mum,*' answered Mr. 'Busalem with alacrity ; 
though how she was going to do her part was not clear 
to him. But he believed her capable of working any 
miracle within the power of mortal woman ; and having 
plans of his own, he soon trudged away with Joe pranc- 
ing at his side, so like the lost Neddy, in the little cap 
and coat, that Mrs. Podgers forgot her party to stand 
watching tliem down the crowded street, with eyes that 
saw very dimly when they looked away again. 

Never mind how she did it, the miracle was wrought, 
for Mrs. Podgers and her maid Betsey fell to work with 
a will, and when women set their hearts on anything it 
is a known fact that they seldom fail to accomplish it. 
By noon everything was ready, the tree waiting in the 
best parlor, the dinner smoking on the table, and Mrs. 
Podgers at the window to catch the first glimpse of her 
eoming guests. A last thought struck her as she stood 
waiting. There was but one high chair in the house, 
and the big ones would be doubtless too low for the little 
people. Bent on making them as comfortable as her 
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motherly heart could desire, she set about mending the 
matter by bringiug out from Podgers' bookcase several 
fieit old ledgers, and arranging them in the chairs. While 
busily dusting one of these it slipped from her hands, 
and as it fell a paper fluttered fram among the leaves. 
She picked it up, looked at it, dropped her duster, and 
became absorbed* It was a small sheet filled with figures, 
ttid here and there short memoranda, — not an interest* 
ing looking document in the least; but Mrs. Podgers 
stood like a statue till she had read it several times ; then 
she caught her breath, clapped her hands, laughed and 
cried together, and put the climax to her extraordinary 
behavior by running across the room and embracing the 
astonished little teapot. 

How long she would have gone on in this wild manner 
it is impossible to say, had not the the jingle of bells, and 
a shrill, small cheer announced that the party had arrived. 
Whisking the mysterious paper into her podcet, and 
dressing her agitated countenance in smiles, she hastened 
to open the door before chilly fingers could find the bell. 

Such a merry load as that was I Such happy faces 
looking out from under the faded hoods and caps I Such 
a hearty ^^ Hurrah for Mrs. Podgers I ** greeted her 
straight from the grateful hearts tliat loved her the 
instant she appeared I And what a perfect Santa Claus 
Mr. 'Rusalem made, witli his sleigh full of bundles as 
well as children, his face full of sunshine, his arms full 
of babies, whom he held up that they too might clap 
their little hands, while ho hurrahed with all his might. 
I really dou*t think reindeers, or the immemorial white 
beard and fur cap, could have improved the picture ; and 
the neighbors were of my opinion, I suspect. 
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It was good to see Mrs. Podgers welcome them aU in 
a way that gave the shyest courage, made the poorest 
forget patched jackets or ragged gowns, and caused them 
all to feel that this indeed was merry Christmas. It 
was hotter still to see Mrs. Podgers preside over the 
table, dealing out turkey and pudding with such a boun- 
teous hand, that the small feasters often paused, in 
sheer astonishment, at the abundance before tliem, 
and then fell to again with renewed energy, as if they 
feared to wake up presently and find the whole a dream* 
It was best of all to see Mrs. Podgers gather them 
about her afterwards, hearing their little stories, learning 
their many wanta, and winning their young hearts by 
such gentle wiles that they soon regarded her as some 
beautiful, benignant fairy, who had led them from a cold, 
dark world into the land of innocent delights they had 
Imagined, longed for, yet never hoped to find. 

Then came the tree, hung thick with bonbons, fruit 
and toys, gay mittens and tippets, comfortable socks and 
hoods, and, lower down, more substantial but less showy 
gifts ; for Mrs Podgers had nearly exhausted the Dorcas 
basket that fortunately chanced to be with her just then. 
There was no time for candles, but, as if he understood 
the matter and was bent on supplying all deficiencies, the 
sun shone gloriously on the little tree, and made it doubly 
splendid in the children's eyes. 

It would have touched the hardest heart to watch the 
poor little creatures, as they trooped in and stood about 
the wonderful tree. Some seemed ready to go wild with 
delight, some folded their hands and sighed with solemn 
satisfaction, others looked as if bewildered by such 
unwonted and unexpected good fortune ; and when Mr. 
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nEtoBalem told them how this fruitful tree had epruug ii|i 
from their loving playmate's broken bough, little Joe liid 
hie face in Mrs. Fodgers' gown, and could find no vent 
for his great happiness but tears. It was not a large 
tree^ but it took a long while to strip it ; and even when 
Uie last gilded nut was gone the children still lingered 
about it, as if they regarded it with affection as a gener 
one benefactor, and were loath to leave it. 

Next they had a splendid round of games. I don*l 
know what will be thought of the worthy souIb, but Mr. 
^Busalem and Mrs. Podgers played with all their might. 
Perhaps the reason why he gave himself up so freely to 
the spirit of the hour was, that his disappointment was 
very heavy ; and, according to his simple philosophy, it 
was wiser to soothe his wounded heart and cheer his sad 
spirit with the sweet society of little children, than to 
curse fate and reproach a woman. What was Mrs. 
Podgers' reason it is impossible to tell, but she behaved 
as if some secret satisfaction filled her heart so full that 
she was glad to let it bubble over in this harmless 
fashion. Both tried to be children agaiu, and both sue- 
eeeded capitally, though now and then their hearts got 
the better of them. When Mr. 'Rusalem was blinded he 
tossed all the little lads up to the ceiling when he caught 
them, kissed all the little girls, and, that no one might 
feel slighted, kissed Mrs. Podgers also. When they 
played << Open the gates," and the two grown people 
stood hand in hand while the mirthfid troops marched 
under the tall arch, Mrs. Podgers never once looked Mr. 
*Rusalem in the face, but blushed and kept her eyes on 
the ground, as if she was a bashful girl playing games 
with some boyish sweetheart. Tlie children saw nothiug 
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of all this, and, bless tbeir iDnooent little hearts I they 
wouldnH have nnderstood it if they had ; but it was pei^ 
fectlj evident that the graj-headed gentleman and the 
Biature matron had forgotten all about their years, and 
were in their teens again ; for true love is gifled with 
iounortal youth. 

When weary with romping, they gathered round the 
fin^ and Mr. 'Busalem told fairy tales, as if his dull 
ledgers had preserved these childish romances like flowers 
between their leaves, and kept them fresh in spite of 
time. Mrs. Podgers sung to them, and made them siug 
with her, till passers-by smiled and lingered as the child- 
ish voices reached them, and, looking through the screen 
of roses, they caught glimpses of the happy little group 
singing in the ruddy circle of that Christmas fire. 

It was a very humble festival, but with these poor 
guests came also Love and Charity, Innocence and Joy, 
— the strong, sweet spirits who bless and beautify th^ 
world ; and though eclipsed by many more splendid cele- 
brations, I think the day was the better and the blither 
firir Mrs. Podgers' little party. 

When it was all over, — the grateful farewells and 
riotous cheers as the children were carried home, tha 
twilight raptures of Joe, and the long lullaby before he 
could extinguish himself enough to go to sleep, the con- 
gratulations and clearing up, — then Mr. *Rusalem and 
Mrs. Podgers sat down to tea. But no sooner were 
they alone together than Mrs. P. fell into a curious flut- 
ter, and did the oddest things. She gave Mr. 'Rusalem 
warm water instead of tea, passed the slop-bowl when 
he asked for the sugar-basin, burnt her fingers, laid her 
handkerchief on the tray, and tried to put her fork in hei 
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pocket, and went on in such a way that Mr. 'Raftalem 
began to fear the day had been too much for her. 

'^You're tired, mum/' he said presently, hearing her 



*^ Not a bit," she answered briskly, opening the teapot 
to add more water, but seemed to forget her purpose, 
and sat looking into its steamy depths as if in search of 
something. If it was courage, she certainly found it, 
for all of a sudden she handed the mysterious paper to 
Mr. 'Rusalem, saying solemnly, — 

*' Read that, and tell me if it's true.*" 

He took it readily, put on his glasses, and bent to 
examine it, but gave a start that caused the spectacles to 
fly off his nose, as he exclaimed, — 

^* Lord bless me, he said he'd burnt it I ** 

*^Then it %$ true? Don't deny it, 'Rusalem; it's no 
nse, for I've caught you at last I " and in her excitement 
Mrs. Podgers slapped down the teapot-lid as if she had 
got him inside. 

^^ I assure you, mum, he promised to bum it. He 
made me write down the sums, and so on, to satisfy him 
that I hadn't took more'n my share of the profits. It 
was my own ; and though he called me a fool he let me 
do as I liked, but I never thought it would come up again 
Uke this, mum." 

^* Of course you didn't, for it was left in one of the old 
ledgers we had down for the dears to sit on. I found it, 
I read it, and I understood it in a minute. It was you 
who helped the mill->people, and then hid behind Podgers 
because yon didn't want to be thanked. Wlien he died, 
and the teapot came, you saw how proud I was of it, — • 
how I took comfort in thinking he did the kind things ; 
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and fur my sake 70a never told the troth, not even last 
night, when a word would have done eo much. Ohf 
'Rnsalem, how could 70a deceive me all these years ?** 

If Mr. 'Rusalem had desired to answer he would have 
had no chance ; for Mrs. Podgers was too much in earn- 
est to let any one speak but herself, and hurried on, fear* 
bg that her emotion would get the better of her before 
she had had her say. 

** It was like you, but it wasn't right, for youVe robbed 
jrourself of the love and honor that was your due ; you've 
let people praise Podgers when he didn't deserve it; 
youVe seen me take pride in this because I thought he'd 
earned it ; and you've only laughed at it all as if it was 
a fine joke to do generous things and never take the 
credit of 'em. Now I know what bank you've laid up 
your hard earnings in, and what a blessed interest youll 
get by and by. Truly they who give to the poor lend to 
the Lord, — and you don't need to have the good words 
written on silver, for yon keep 'em always in your 
heart." 

Mrs. Podgers stopped a minute for breath, and felt 
that she was going very fast ; for 'Rusalem sat looking 
at her with so much humility, love, and longing in his 
honest face, that she knew it wonld be all up with her 
directly. 

*^ Tou saw how I grieved for Neddy, and gave me this 
motherless boy to fill his place ; you knew I wanted some 
one to make the house seem like home again, and yoo 
offered me the lovingest heart that ever was. You 
found I wasn't satisfied to lead such a selfish life, and 
you showed me how beautiful Charity could make it« 
you taught me to find my duty waiting for me at my own 
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door; and, pntting by your own trouble, youVe helped 
to make this day the happiest Christmas of my life." 

If it hadn't been for the teapot Mrs. Podgers would 
have given out here; but her hand was still on it, and 
something in the touch gave her steadiness for one more 
burst. 

^I loved the little teapot for Podgers' lake; now I 
love it a hundred times more for yours, because youVe 
brought its lesson home to me in a way I never can for* 
get, and have been my benefactor as well as theirs, who 
shall soon know you as well as I do. 'Rusalem, there's 
only one way in which I can thank you for all this, and 
I do it with my whole heart Last night you asked me 
for something, and I thought I couldn't give it to you. 
Now I'm sure I can, and if you still want it why ** 

Mrs. Podgers never finished that sentence; for, with 
an impetuosity surprising in one of his age and figure, 
Mr. 'Rusalem sprang out of his chair and took her in his 
arms, saying tenderly, in a voice almost inaudible, 
between a conflicting choke and chuckle,-— 

" My dear I my dear I God bless youl " 



MY CONTRABAND. 

DOCTOB FRANCK came in as I sat sewing up the 
rents in an old shirt, that Tom might go tidily to his 
grave. New shirts were needed for the living, and there 
was no wife or mother to ^^ dress him handsome when 
he went to meet the Lord,^ as one woman said, describ- 
ing the fine funeral she had pinched herself to give 
her son. 

^^ Miss Dane, Fm in a quandary,'' began the Doctor, 
with that expression of countenance which says as plainly 
as words, ^^ I want to ask a favor, bat I wish you'd save 
me the trouble." 

** Can I help you out of it ? " 

^' Faith 1 I don't like to propose it, bnt yoa certainly 
can, if you please." 

^' Then name it, I beg." 

«« You see a Reb has just been brought in crasy with 
typhoid; a bad case every way; a drunken, rascally 
little captain somebody took the trouble to capture, but 
whom uobo<ly wants to take the trouble to cure. Tlie 
nurdt) are full, the ladies worked to death, and willing to 
be f6r our own boys, but rather slow to risk their lives 
for a Reb. Now, youVe had the fever, you like queer 
patients, your mate will see to your ward for a while, and 
1169) 
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I will find you a good attendant. The fellow won*t last 
long, I fancj ; but he can't die without some sort of care, 
you know. I've put him in the fourth story of the west 
wing, away from the rest. It is airy, quiet, and com- 
fortable there. Fm on that ward, and will do my best 
for you in every way. Now, then, will you go?" 

^^ Of coarse T will, out of perversity, if not common 

. charity ; for some of these people think that because I'm 

an abolitionist I am also a heathen, and I should rather 

like to show them that, though I cannot quite love my 

enemies, I am willing to take care of them." 

^^ Very good ; I thought you'd go ; and speaking of 
abolition reminds me that you can have a contraband for 
servant, if you like. It is that fine.^mulatto fellow who 
was iftnmd burying his rebel master after the fight, and, 
being badly cut over the head, our boys brought him 
along. Will you have him ? " 

" By all means, — for Fll stand to my guns on that 
point, as on tlie other ; these black boys are far more 
faithful and handy than some of the white scamps given 
me to serve, instoad of being served by. But is this man 
well enough ? " 

^* Yes, for that sort of work, and I think youll like 
him. He must have been a handsome fellow before he 
got his face slashed; not much darker than myself; his 
master's son, I dare say, and the white blood makes him 
rather high and haughty about some things. He was in 
a bad way when he came in, but vowed he'd die in the 
street rather than turn in with the black fellows below ; 
BO I put him lip in the west wing, to be out of the way, 
and he's seen to the captain all the morning. Wlicn can 
you g'> up ? " 
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*^ As soon as Tom is laid out. Skinner moved, Ilaf* 
irood washed. Marble dressed, Charley rubbed, Downs 
taken up, Upham laid down, and the whole forty fed.** 

We both laughed, though the Doctor was on his way 
to the dead-house and I held a shroud on my lap. Bui 
in a hospital one learns that cheerfulness is one^s salva- 
tion ; for, in an atmosphere of suflfeiing and desth^ heav* 
-ineiis of heart would soon paralyze usefulness of hand, if 
the blessed gift of smiles hod been denied us. 

In an hour I took possession of my new charge, find* 
ing a dissipated-looking boy of nineteen or twenty raving 
in the solitary litUe room, with no one near him but 
the contraband in the room adjoining. Feeling decidedly 
more interest" in the black man than in the white, yet 
remembering the Doctor's hint of his being ^^ high and 
haughty," I glanced furtively at him as I scattered 
chloride of lime about the room to purify the air, and 
settled matters to suit myself. I had seen many contra- 
bands, but never one so attractive as this. All colored 
men are called ^^ boys," even if their heads are white ; 
this boy was five-and-twenty at least, strong^limbed and 
manly, and had the look of one who never had been 
cowed by abuse or worn with oppressive labor. He sat 
on his bed doing nothing ; no book, no pipe, no pen or 
paper anywhere appeared, yet anything less indolent or 
listless than his attitude and expression I never saw. Erect 
he sat, with a hand on either knee, and eyes fixed on the 
bare wall opposite, so rapt in some absorbing thought as 
to be unconscious of my presence, though the door stood 
wide open and my movements were by no means noise- 
lesH. His face was half averted, but I instantly approved 
the Doctor's taste, for the profile which I saw possessed 
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all the attributes of comeliness belonging to his mixed 
race. He was more quadroon than mulatto, with Saxon 
features, Spanish complexion darkened by exposure, 
color in lips and cheek, waving hair, and an eye full of 
the passionate melancholy which in such men always 
seems to utter a mute protest against the broken law 
that doomed them at their birth. What could he be 
thinking of? The sick boy cursed and raved, I rustled 
to and fro, steps passed the door, bells rang, and the 
steady rumble of army-wagons came up from the street, 
still he never stirred. I had seen colored people in what 
they call ^^ the black sulks," when, for days, they neither 
smiled nor spoke, and scarcely ate. But this was some- 
thing more than that ; for the man was not dully brood 
ing over some small grievance ; he seemed to see an 
all-absorbing fact or fancy recorded on the wall, which 
was a blank to me. I wondered if it were some deep 
wrong or sorrow, kept alive by memory and impotent 
regret ; if he moiurned for the dead master to whom he 
had been faithful to the end ; or if the liberty now his 
were robbed of half its sweetness by the knowledge that 
some one near and dear to him still languished in the 
hell from which he had escaped. My heart quite wanned 
to him at that idea ; I wanted to know and comfort him ; 
and, following the impulse of the moment, I went in and 
touched him on the shoulder. 

In an instant the man vanished and the slave appeared. 
Freedom was too new a boon to have wrought its 
blessed changes yet; and as he started up, with his 
hand at his temple, and an obsequious ^^ Yes, Missis," 
any romance that had gathered round him fled away, 
leaving the saddest of all sad facts in living guise 
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before me. Not only did the manhood seem to die out 
of him, but the comeliness tikat first attracted me ; for« 
a» he turned, I saw the ghastly wound that had laid open - 
cheek and forehead. Being partly healed, it was no 
k>nger bandaged, but held together with strips of that 
transparent plaster which I never see without a shiver, 
aod swift recollections of the scenes with which it is 
associated in my mind. Part of his black hair had been 
shorn away, and one eye was nearly closed ; pain so dis> 
torted, and the cruel sabre-cut so marred that portion of 
his face, that, wheji I saw it, I felt as if a fine medal 
had been suddenly reversed, showing me a far more 
striking type of human suffering and wrong than Biichael 
Angelo's bronxe prisoner. By one of those inexplicable 
processes that often teadi us how little we understand 
ourselves, my purpose was suddenly changed ; and, though 
I went in to offer comfort as a friend, I merely gave an 
order as a mistress. 

^^ Will you open these windows ? this man needs more 
air.'* 

He obeyed at once, and, as he slowly urged up the 
■nruly sash, the handsome profile was again turned 
toward me, and again I was possessed by my first in^rea- 
■ion so strongly that I involuntarily said, — 

♦* Thank you." 

Perhaps it was fancy, but I thought that in the look 
of mingled surprise and something like reproach which 
he gave me, there was also a trace of grateful pleasure. 
But he said, in that tone of spiritless humility these poo9 
souls learn so soon, — 

^ I isn't a white man. Missis, Pse a contraband.' 
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^^ Yes, I know it ; but a oontrabaad is a free mao, 
and I heartily congratulate yoiu" 

He liked that ; his face shone, he squared his shouldersi 
lifted his head, and looked me full in the eye with a 
brisk, — 

** Thank ye. Missis ; anything more to do fer yer ? ** 

*' Doctor Franck thought you would help me with this 
man, as there are many patients and few nurses or 
attendants. Have you had the fever 7 ** 

** No, Missis.'' 

*^They should have thought of that when they pnl 
him here; wounds and fevers should not be together, 
ni try to get you moved.'' 

He laughed a sudden laugh : if he had been a white 
man, I should have called it scornful ; as he was a few 
shades darker than myself, I suppose it must be consid- 
ered an insolent, or at least an unmannerly one. 

*^ It don't matter. Missis. I'd rather be up here with 
the fever than down with those niggers ; and there isn't 
no other place fer me." 

Poor fellow I that was true. No ward in aU the hos- 
pital would take him in to lie side by side with the most 
miserable white wreck there. Like the bat in JBsop's 
fable, he belonged to neither race ; and the pride of one 
and the helplessness of the other, kept him hovering 
alone in the twilight a great sin has brought to over- 
shadow the whole land. 

^^ You shall stay, then ; for I would far rather have 
you than my lazy Jack. But are you well and strong 
enough?" 

''I guess ril do. Missis." 

de spoke with a passive sort of acquiescence, — as if 
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It did not moch matter if he were not able, and no one 
would particularly rejoice if he were. 

^Yes, I think 70U wilL B7 what name shall I 
oall you?** 

''Bob, MiBsis." 

Every woman has her pet whim; one of mine waS' 
to teach the men self-respect by treating them respeot- 
ftilly. Tom, Dick, and Harry wonld pass, when lads 
rejoiced in those familiar abbreviations ; but. to address 
men often old enough to be my fiither in that style did 
not suit my old-fashioned ideas of propriety. This '' Bob ** 
would never do; I should have found it as easy to call 
the chaplain ''Gus** as my tragical-looking contraband 
by a title so strongly associated with the tail of a kite. 

''What is your other name?*" I asked. "I like to 
oall my attendants by their last names rather than bj 
their first."* 

" Tse got no other. Missis ; we has our master^s names, 
or do without. Miners dead, and I won't have anything 
of his 'bout me."* 

" Well, I'll call yon Robert, then, and yon may fill this 
pitcher for me, if you will be so kind.'' 

lie went ; but, through all the tame obedience years of 
servitude had taught him, I could see that the proud 
spirit his father gave him was not yet subdued, for tlie 
look and gesture with which he repudiated his master's 
name were a more effective declaration of independence 
tlian any Fourth-of-July orator could haie prepared. 

We spent a curious week together. Robert seldom 
left his room, except upon my errands; and I was a 
prisnner aU day, often all night, by the bedside of the 
rebeL The fever burned itself rapidly away, for there 
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seemed little vital! tj to feed it in the feeble frame of thif 
old young man, whose life had been none of the most 
righieouSf judging from the revelations made by his 
unconscious lips ; since more than once Robert autliorita- 
Uvely silenced him, when my gentler bushings were ^f 
no avail, and blasphemous wauderings or ribald camp- 
songs made my cheeks bum and Robert's face assume an 
aspect of disgust. The captain was a gentleman in the 
world's eye, but the contraband was the gentleman in 
mine; — 1 was a fanatic, and that a^MWunts for such 
depravity of taste, I hope. I never asked Robert of 
himself, feeling that somewhere there was a spot still too 
■ore to bear the lightest touch ; but, from his language, 
manner, and intelligence, I inferred that his color had 
procured for him the few advantages within the reach of 
a quick-witted, kindly-treated slave. Silent, grave, and 
thoughtful, but most serviceable, was my contraband; 
glad of the books I brought him, faitiiful in the perform- 
ance of the duties I assigned to him, grateful for the 
friendliness I could not but feel aud show toward him* 
Often I longed to ask what purpose was so visibly alter 
mg his aspect with such daily deepening gloom. But I 
never dared, and no one else had either time or desire to 
prj into the past of this specimen of one branch of the 
chivalrous "F.F. Vs." 

On the seventh night. Dr. Franck suggested that it 
would be well for some one, besides the general watch- 
man of the ward, to be with the captain, as it might be 
his last. Although the greater part of the two preceding 
nights had been spent there, of course I offered to re- 
main, — for there is a strange fascination in these soeneftf 
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which renders one carelefs of fatigue and anoonsdooa 
of fear until the crisis is past. 

^^ Give him water as long as he can drink, and if he 
drops into a natural sleep, it may save him. 1*11 look in 
at midnight, when some change will probably take place* 
Nothing but sleep or a miracle' will keep him now. 
Good-night." 

Away went the Doctor; and, devouring a whole 
mouthful of gapes, I lowered the lamp, wet the cap- 
tain's head, and sat down on a hard stool to begin my 
watch. The captain lay with his hot, haggard face 
turned toward me, filling the air with his poisonous 
breath, and feebly muttering, with lips and tongue so 
parched that the sanest speech would have been difiicult 
to understand. Robert was stretched on his bed in the 
inner room, the door of which stood ajar, that a firesh 
draught from his open window might carry the fever- 
fumes away through mine. I could just see a long, dark 
figure, with the lighter outline of a face, and, having 
little else to do just then, I fell to thinking of this curious 
contraband, who evidently prized his freedom highly, yet 
seemed in no haste to enjoy it. Dr. Franck had ofiered 
to send him on to safer quarters, but he had said, ^^ No, 
thank yer, sir, not yet," and then had gone away to fall 
into one of those black moods of his, which began to 
disturb me, because I had no power to lighten them. Aa 
1 sat listening to the clocks from the steeples all about 
us, I amused myself with planning Robert's future, as I 
often did my own, and had dealt out to him a generous 
hand of trumps wherewith to play this game of life 
which hitherto had gone so cruelly against him, when a 
harsh choked voice called| »- 
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It was the captain, and some new terror seemed te 
have gifted him with momentary strength. 

'^ Yes, here's Lucy," I answered, hoping that by foV* 
lowing the fancy I might quiet him, — for his face was 
damp with the clanmiy moisture, and his frame shaken 
with tlie nervous tremor that so oflen precedes death. 
. -^ His dull eye fixed upon me, dilating wiUi a bewildered 
look of incredulity and wrath, till he broke out fiercely, — 

^^ That's a liel she's dead, — and so's Dob, damn 
' him!" 

Finding speech a failure, I began to sing the quiet 
tone that had often soothed delirium like this ; but hardly 
bad the line, — 

'*See gentle patience smile on pain,** 

passed my lips, when he clutched me by the wrist, whim- 
pering like one in mortal fear, — 

*^ Hush I she used to sing tliat way to Bob, but she 
never would to me. I swore I'd whip the devil out of 
her, and I did ; but you know before she cut her throat 
she said she'd haunt me, and there she is I " 

He pointed behind me with an aspect of such pale 
dismay, that I involuntarily glanced over my shoulder 
and started as if I had seen a veritable ghost ; for, peer- 
ing from the gloom of that inner room, I saw a shadowy 
face, with dark hair all about it, and a glimpse of scarlet 
at the throat. An instant showed me that it was only 
Robert leaning from his bed's foot, wrapped in a gray 
army-blanket, with his red shirt just visible above it, 
and his long hair disordered by sleep. But what a 
strange expression was on his face I The umnarred side 
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Wftf toward me, fixed and motionless as when I Ant 
obftenred it, — less absorbed now, but more intent. His 
eje glittered, his lips were apart like one who listened 
with every sense, and his whole aspect reminded me of a 
hound to which some wind had brought the scent of 
nnsuspected prej. 

'*Do 70U know him, Robert? Doea he mean you?** 
^ Laws, no, Missb ; thej all own half-aniosen Bobs : 
bat hearin' my name woke me ; that's all." 

He spoke quite naturally, and lay down again, while 
I returned to my charge, thinking that this paroxysm 
was probably his last. But by another hour I perceived 
a hopeful change ; for the tremor had subsided, the cold 
dew was gone, his breathing was more regular, and 
Sleep, the healer, had descended to save or take him 
gently away. Doctor Frauck looked in at midnight, 
bade me keep aU cool and quiet, and not fail to adminis* 
ter a certain draught as soon as the captain woke. Very 
much relieved, I laid my head on my arms, uncomfort- 
ably folded on the little table, and fancied I was about 
to perform one of the feats which practice renders pos- 
sible, — ** sleeping with one eye open," as we say : a hal& 
and-half dose, for all senses sleep but that of hearing ; 
the faintest murmur, sigh, or motion will break it, and 
give one back one's wits much brightened by the brief 
permission to '* stand at ease." On this night the experi- 
ment was a failure, for previous vigils, confinement, and 
much care had rendered naps a dangerous indulgence. 
Having roused half-a-dozen times in an hour to find all 
quiet, I dropped my heavy head on my arms, and, drow- 
sily resolving to look up again in fifteen minutes, fell fiisl 
asleep. 



J 
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The striking of a deep-voiced dock awoke me with i 
start. *^ That is one,^ thought I ; but, to my dismay, two 
more strokes followed, and in remorseful haste I sprang 
up to see what harm my long oblivion had done. A 
strong hand put me back into my seat, and held me there. 
It was Robert. The instant my eye met his my heart 
began to beat, and all along my nerves tingled that eleo* 
trie flash which foretells a danger that we cannot see. 
He was very pale, his mouth grim, and both eyes full 
of sombre lire; for even the wounded one was open 
now, all the more sinister for the deep scar above and 
below. But his touch was steady, his voice quiet, as he 
said, — 

'^ Sit still. Missis ; I won't hurt yer, nor scare yer, ef 
I can help it, but yer waked too soon.** 

^^Let me go, Robert, — the captain is stirring, — I 
must give him something/' 

'^ No, Missis, yer can't stir an inch. Look here I " 

Holding me with one hand, with the other he took up 
the glass in which I had left the draught, and showed me 
it was empty. 

^' Has he taken it?" I asked, more and more bewil- 
dered. 

«« I flung it out o' winder. Missis ; hell have to do 
without." 

" But why, Robert? why did you do it? " 

'"Kase I hate him ! " 

Impossible to doubt the truth of that ; his whole face 
showed it, as he spoke through his set teeth, and launched 
a fiery glance at the unconscious captain. I could only 
hold my breath and stare blankly at him, wondering 
what mad act was coming next. I suppose I shook and 
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lurned white, as women have a foolish habit of doing 
when sudden danger dannts them; for Bobert released 
mj arm, sat down upon the bedside just in front of me, 
and said, with the ominous quietude that made me cold 
to see and hear, — 

*^ Don't jer be frightened, Missis; don't try to m 
awaj, fer the door's locked and the kej in my pocket | 
don't jer cry out, fer jer'd have to scream a long while^ 
with mj hand on yer mouth, 'efore yer was heard. Be 
still, an' 111 teU yer what Fm gwine to do." 

*^ Lord help us I he has taken the fever in some sud^ 
den, violent way, and is out of his head. I must humor 
him till some one comes " ; in pursuance of which swift 
determination, I tried to say, quite composedly, — 

*^I will be still and hear you ; but open the window. 
Why did you shut it?" 

'^ I'm sorry I can't do it, Missis ; but yer'd jump out, 
or call, if I did, an' Fm not ready yet. I shut it to make 
yer sleep, an' heat would do it quicker'n anything else I 
could do." 

The captain moved, and feebly muttered ^^ Water I'' 
Instinctively I rose to give it to him, but the heavy hand 
came down upon my shoulder, and in the same decided 
tone Bobert said, — 

^* The water went with the physic ; let him calL'* 

^^ Do let me go to him I he'll die without care I " "^ 

^^ I mean he shall ; — don't yer meddle, if yer pleasei 
Missis." 

In spite of his quiet tone and respectful manner, I saw 
murder in his eyes, and turned faint with foar ; yet the 
fear excited me, and, hardly knowing what I did* I seized 
Ihe hands that had seized me, crying, — > 



tSS CAMP AND FIRSSIBB STORXB8. 

'^ No, DO ; 70U shall not kill him I It is base to hurt a 
helpless man. Why do 70Q hate him? He is not jour 
master.'' 
\ ** He's my bTo£her?% 

I felt that answer from head to foot, and seemed to 
fiithom what was coming, with a prescience vague, but 
unmistakable. One appeal was left to me, and I 
made it. 

^' Robert, tell me what it means ? Do not commit a 
r crime and make me accessory to it. There is a better 
way of righting wrong than by violence ; — let me help 
you find it.** 

My voice trembled as I spoke, and I heard the fright- 
ened flutter of my heart ; so did he, and if any little act 
of mine had ever won affection or respect from him, the 
memory of it served me then. He looked down, and 
seemed to put some question to himself; whatever it was, 
the answer was in my favor, for when his eyes rose 
again, they were gloomy, but not desperate. 

^^I «n/{ tell yer. Missis; but miud, this nuikes no 
diflcrence ; the boy is mine. I'll give the Lord a chance 
C to take him fust : if He don't, I shall." 

** Oh, no I remember he b your brotlier." 

An unwioe speech ; I felt it as it passed my lips, for a 
black frown gathered on Robert's face, and his strong 
hands closed with an ugly sort of grip. But he did not 
touch the poor soul gasping there behind him, and seemed 
content to let the slow suffocation of that stifling room 
end his frail life. 

^^ Fm not like to forgit dat. Missis, when I've been 
thinkin' of it all this week. I knew him when they fetched 
him in, an* would 'a' done it long 'fore this, but I wanted 
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Co ask where Lucjwas; he knows, — he told to-ni^ti 
•—an* now he's done for,** 

** Who is Lucy ? " I aaked hurriedlj, intent on keeping 
his mind hosj with any thought but murder. 

With one of the swift transitions of a mixed temper- 
ament like this, at my question Robert's deep eyes filled, 
"the clenched hands were spread before his face, and all 1 
heard were the broken words, — 

" Jfy wife, — he took her. '^ /^ }■'-' 

In that instant every thought of fear was swallowed 
np in burning indignation for the wrong, and a perfect 
passion of pity for the desperate man so tempted to 
avenge an ii^jury for which there seemed no redress but 
this. He was no longer slave or contraband, no drop of - 
black blood marred him in my sight, but an infinite com- 
passion yearned to save, to help, to comfort him. Words- 
seemed so powerless I ofiered none, only put my hand on 
his poor head, wounded, homeless, bowed down with 
grief for which I had no cure, and sofily smoothed the 
long, neglected hair, pitifully wondering the while where 
was the wife who must have loved this tender>hearted 
man so well. 

The captain moaned again, and faintly whispered, 
^ Air I ** but I never stirred. Grod forgive me I just then 
I hated him as only a woman thinking of a sister 
woman's wrong could hate. Robert looked up ; his eyes 
were diy again, his mouth grim. I saw that, said, *^ TeD 
me more," and he did ; for sympathy is a gift the poorest 
may give, the proudest stoop to receive. 

^* Yer see. Missis, his father, — 1 might say ours, ef 
I wam't ashamed of both of 'em, — his father died two 
years ago, an' left us all to Marster Ned, — that's Idm 
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here, eighteen then. He always hated me, I looked so 
like old MarAter : he don't, — only the light skiu an' hair. 
Old Marster wae kind to all of ns, me 'specially, an' 
bought Lucy off the next plantation down there in South 
Carolina, when he found I liked her. I married her, all 
I could ; it wam't much, but we was true to one anothei 
till Marster Ned come home a year after an' made hed 
fer both of us. He sent my old mother to be used up in 
his rice-swamp in Georgy ; he found me with my pretty 
Lucy, an' though young Miss cried, an' I prayed to him 
on my knees, an' Lucy run away, he wouldn't have no 
mercy ; he brought her back, an' — took her." 

^* Oh, what did you do?" I cried, hot with helpless 
pain and passion. 

How the man's outraged heart sent the blood flaming 
up into his face and deepened the tones of his impetuous 
voice, as he stretched his arm across tlie bed, saying, 
with a terribly expressive gesture, — 

^' I half murdered him, an' to-night FU finish." 

" Yes, yes, — but go on now ; what came next? " 

He gave me a look that showed no white man coiild 
have felt a deeper degradation in remembering and ccn* 
fessing these last acts of brotherly oppression. 

^^ They whipped me till I couldn't stand, an' then they 
sold me further South. Yer thought I was a white maq 
once, — look here I " 

With a sudden wrench he tore the shirt from neck to 
waist, and on his strong, brown shoulders showed me fur- 
rows deeply ploughed, wounds which, though healed, 
were ghastlier to me than any in that house. I could 
not speak to him, and, with the pathetic dignity a great 
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grief lends the humblest sufferer, he ended his brief 
tragedy by simply saying, — 

" That's aU, Missis. Fse never seen her since, ao* 
now I never shall in this vrorld, — maybe not in t'other.** 

'^ But, Robert, why think her dead ? The captain was 
wandering when he said those sad things ; perhaps he 
will retract them when he is sane. Don't despair ; don't 
give up yet." 

^^ No, Missis, I 'spect he's right ; she was too proud to 
bear that long. It's like her to kill herself. I told her 
to, if there was no other way ; an' she always minded 
me, Lucy did. My poor girl I Oh, it wam't right I No, 
byGod, itwam't!" 

As the memory of this bitter wrong, this double 
bereavement, burned in his sore heart, the devil that 
lurks in every strong man's blood leaped up ; he put his 
hand upon his brother's throat, and, watching the white 
£ace before him, muttered low between his teeth, — 

*^ Fm lettin' him go too easy ; there's no pain in this ; 
we a'n't even yet. I wish he knew me. Marster Ned I 
ifs Bob; where's Lucy?" 

From the captain's lips there came a long faint sigh, 
and nothing but a flutter of the eyelids showed that he 
■till lived. A strange stillness filled the room as the 
elder brother held the younger's life suspended in his 
hand, while wavering between a dim hope and a deadly 
hate* In the whirl of thoughts that went on in my brain, 
only one was clear enough to act upon. I must prevent 
murder, if I could, — but how? What could I do up 
there alone, locked in with a dying man and a lunatic? 
— for auy mind yielded utterly to any unrighteous inn 
poise is mad while the impulse rules it. Strength J had 
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Dot, nor moch courage, neither time nor wit for strata- 
gem, and chance onlj could bring me help before it was 
too late. But one weapon I possessed, — a tongue, -<— 
often a woman's best defence ; and sympathy, stronger 
than fear, gave me power to use it. What I said Heaven 
only knows, but surely Heaven helped me ; words burned 
on my lips, tears streamed from my eyes, and some good 
angel prompted me to use the one name that had power 
to arrest my hearer's hand and touch his heart. For ai 
that moment I heartily believed that Lucy lived, and this 
earnest fidth roused in him a like belief. 

He listened with the lowering look of one in whom 
brute instinct was sovereign £ot the time, — a look thai 
makes the noblest countenance base. He was but a 
man, — a poor, untaught, outcast, outraged man. Life 
had few joys for him ; the world offered him no honors, 
no success, no home, no love. What future would this 
crime mar? and why should he deny himself that sweet, 
yet bitter morsel called revenge? How many white 
men, with all New England's freedom, culture, Chris- 
tianity, would not have felt as he felt then ? Should I 
have reproached him for a human anguish, a human 
longing for redress, all now led him from the ruin of his 
few poor hopes ? Who had taught him that self-control, 
self-sacrifice, are attributes that make men masters of 
the earth, and lift them nearer heaven ? Should I have 
urged the beauty of forgiveness, the duty of devout sub- 
mission? He had no religion, for he was no saintly 
^^ Uncle Tom,*' and Slavery's black shadow seemed to 
darken all the world to him, and shut out God. Should 
I have warned him of penalties, of judgments, and the 
potency of law? What did he know of justice, or the 
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owNj UiAt ahovld temper tliat stem virtae, 'when every 
law, human and divine, had been broken on his heartb» 
stone? Should I have tried to touch him by appeals to 
filial duty, to brotherly love ? How had his appeals been 
answered? What memories had father and brother 
stored up in his heart to plead for either now? No,"— 
all these Inflnences, these associations, would have proved 
worse than useless, had I been calm enough to try them* 
1 was not ; but instinct, subtler than reason, showed nie 
the one safe clue by which to lead this troubled soul- 
from the labyrinth in which it groped and nearly feU* 
When I paused, breathless, Robert turned to me, asking, 
as if human assurances could strengthen his faith in 
Divine Omnipotence, — 

'* Do you believe, if I let Marster Ned live, the Lord 
will give me back my Lucy ? " 

<« As surely as there is a Lord, you will find her here 
or in the beautiful hereafter, where there is no black or 
white, no master and no slave.** 

He took his hand from his brother^s throat, lifted his 
eyes from my face to the wintry sky beyond, as if 
searching for that blessed country, happier even than the 
happy North. Alas, it was the darkest hour before the 
dawn I — there was no star above, no light below but 
the pale glimmer of the lamp that showed the brother 
;rho had made him desolate. Like a blind man who 
believes there is a sun, yet cannot see it, he shook his 
head, let his arms drop nervelessly upon his knees, and 
sat there dumbly asking that question which many a soul 
whose faith is firmer fixed than his has asked in hours 
less dark than this, — '' Where is God?" I saw the 
tide had turned* and strenuously tried to keep this md* 
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derless life-boat from slipping back into the whir^[M>oI 
wherein it had been so nearly lost. 

^* I have listened to jou, Robert ; now hear me, and 
heed what I saj, because mj heart is full of pitj foi 
you, full of hope for your future, and a desire to help 
you now. I want you to go away from here, from the 
temptation of this place, and the sad thoughts that haunt 
it. ^ Tou have conquered yourself once, and I honor you 
Htnrlt, because, the harder the battle, the more glorious 
the victory; but it is safer to put a greater distance 
between you and this man. I will write you letters, 
give you money, and send you to good old Massachusetts 
to begin your new life a freeman, — yes, and a happy 
man ; for when the captain is himself again, I will learn 
where Lucy is, and move heaven and earth to find and 
give her back to you. Will you do this, Robert? '' 

Slowly, very slowly, the answer came ; for the pur- 
pose of a week, perhaps a year, was hard to relinquish 
in an hour. 

" Yes, Missis, I will." 

^* Good I Now you are the man I thought you, and 
ril work for you with aU my heart. You need sleep, 
my poor fellow ; go, and try to forget. The captain is 
alive, and as yet you are spared that sin. No, don't look 
there; Fll care for him. Come, Robert, for Lucjr's. 
sake.'' 

Thank Heaven for the inmiortality of love I for when 
all other means of salvation failed, a spark of this vitaJ 
fire softened the man's iron will, until a woman's hani 
could bend it. He let me take from him the key, let 
mo draw him gently away, and lead him to the solitude 
which now was the most healing balm I could bestow. 
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Onoe in his little room, he fell down on his bed and kj 
there, as if itpent with the sharpest conflict of his life. 
I slipped the bolt across his door, and unlocked my own, 
flung up the window, steadied mjself with a breath of 
air, then rushed to Doctor Franck* He came ; and till 
dawn we worked together, saving one brother^s life, and 
taking earnest thought how best to secure the other's 
liberty. When the sun came up as blithely as if it shone 
only upon happy homes, the Doctor went to Robert. 
For an hour I heard the murmur of their voices ; onoe 
1 caught the sound of heavy sobs, and for a time a 
reverent hush, as if in the silence that good man were 
ministering to soul as well as body. When he departed 
he took Robert with him, pausing to tell me he should 
get him ofl* as soon as possible, but not before we met 
again. 

Nothing more was seen of them all day; another 
surgeon came to see the captain, and another attendant 
came to All the empty place. I tried to rest, but could 
not, with the thought of poor Lucy tugging at my hearty 
and was soon back at my post again, anxiously hoping^^^ 
that my conUraban^ had not been too hastily spiritedV 
away. Just as night fell there came a tap, and, opening,* 
I saw Robert literally *^ clothed, and in his right mind.^ 
The Doctor had replaced the ragged suit with tidy gar- 
ments » and no trace of that tempestuous night remained 
but deeper lines upon the forehead, and the docile look 
of a repentant child. He did not cross the threshold, 
did not offer me his hand, — only took off his oap^ 
saying, with a traitorous falter in his voice, — 
^* God bless yer. Missis I Fm gwine.** 
I put out both my hands, and held his &■!• 
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^' Good-by, Bobert I Keep up good heart, and when 
I come home to Maasachusetts we'll meet in a happier 
place than this. Are you quite ready, quite comfortable 
for your journey ? '^ 

^* Yes, Miiwis, yes ; the Doctor's fixed everything ; Fse 
gwine with a friend of his ; my papers are all right, au* 
Fm as happy as I can be till I find'* 

He stopped there ; then went on, with a glance into 
the room, — 

*« Fm glad I didn't do it, an' I thank yer. Missis, fer 
hiuderin' me, — thank yer hearty ; but I'm afraid I hute 
him jest the same." 

Of course he did ; and so did I ; for these faulty hearte 
of ours caunot turn perfect in a night, but need frost and 
fire, wiud and rain, to ripen and make them rtsady for the 
great harvest-home. Wishing to divert his mind, 1 put my 
poor mite into his hand, and, remembering the ma*^ic of 
a certain little book, 1 gave him mine, on whose dark 
cover whitely shone the Virgin Mother and Uie Child, 
the grand history of whoue lite the book contained. The 
money went into Robert's pocket with a grateful murmur, 
the book into his bosom, with a long look and a trem- 
lilocis — 

" I never saw my baby. Missis." 

I broke down then ; and though my eyes were too dim 
tkr see, I felt the touch of lips upon my hands, heard the 
a^^uud of departing feet, and knew my contraband was 
gone. 

When one feels an intense dislike, the less one says 
about the subject of it the better; therefore I shall 
merely record that the captain lived, — in time wns 
exchanged; and that, whoever the other party was, I 
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un convinced the Grovemmcnt got the best of the bar> 
gain. But long before this occurred, I had fulfilled mj 
promise to Robert ; for as soon as mj patient recovered 
strength of memory enough to make his answer trtuir 
worthy, I asked, without any circumlocution, ^ 

^' Captain Fairfax, where is Lucy? " 

And too feeble to be angry, surprised, or insinoere, ha 
straightway answered, — 

♦* Dead, Miss Dane.** 

^* And she killed herself when you sold Bob ? ** 

*^How the devil did you know that?" he muttered, 
with an expression half-remorseful, half-amased ; but I 
was satisfied, and said no more. 

Of course this went to Robert, waiting far away there 
in a lonely home, — waiting, working, hoping for his 
Lucy. It almost broke my heart to do it ; but delay 
was weak, deceit was wicked; so I sent the heavy 
tidings, and very soon the answer came, — only throe 
lines ; but I felt that the sustaining power of the man's 
life was gone. 

*' I tort Fd never see her any more ; I 'm glad to know 
she's out of trouble. I thank yer, Missis ; an' if they let 
ns, m fight fer yer till I'm killed, which I hope will be 
'fore long." 

Six mouths later he had his wish, and kept his word. 

Every one knows the story of the attack on Foil 
Wagner ; but we should not tire yet of recalliiig how 
our Fifty-Fourth, spent with three sleepless nights, a 
day's fast, and*^ march under the July sun, stormed the 
fort as night fell, facing death in many shapes, following 
their brave leaders through a fiery rain of shot and Rhcll, 
fighting valiantly for "God and Governor Andrew," — 



19a CAMP AND PIRBSIDS STORISft. 

how tho regiment that went into action seven hundred 
strong, came out having had nearij half its number 
captured, killed, or wounded, leaving their young com- 
mander to be buried, like a chief of earlier times, with 
his body-guard around him, faithful to the death. Surely, 
the insult turns to honor, and the wide grave needs no 
mojnment but the heroism that consecrates it in our 
sight; surely, the hearts that held him nearest, see 
through their tears a noble victory in the seeming sad 
defeat; and surely, God's benediction was bestowed, 
when this loyal soul answered, as Death called the roll, 
** Lord, here am I, with the brothers Thou hast given 
mel" 

The future must show how well that fight was fought ; 
finr though Fort Wagner once defied us, public prejudice 
is down ; and through the cannon-smoke of that black 
night, the manhood of the colored race shines before 
many eyes that would not see, rings in many ears that 
would not hear, wins many hearts that would not hith- 
erto believe. 

When the news came tliat we were needed, there was 
none so glad as I to leave teaching contrabands, the new 
work I had taken up, and go to nurse *^ our boys," as 
my dusky flock so proudly called the wounded of the 
Fif^y-Fourlli. Feeling more satisfaction, as I assumed 
my big apron and turned up my cufis, than if dressing 
iur tho President's levee, I fell to work in Hospital Nd. 10 
at Beaufort. The scene was most familiar, and yet 
strange ; for only dark faces looked up at me from the 
pallets so thickly laid along the floor, and I missed the 
sharp accent of my Yankee boys in the slower, R<ifler 
voices caUiug cheerily to one another, or answering my 
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questions with a stout, ^^ Well never give it np, Mifsb, 
till the last Reb's dead/' or, " If our people's free, we 
ean afford to die.'' 

Passing from bed to bed, intent on making one pair of 
hands do the work of three, at least, I gradually washed, 
<ed, and bandaged my way down the long line of sable 
heroes, and coming to the very last, found that he was. 
my contraband. So old, so worn, so deathly weak and 
wan, I never should have known him but for the deep 
scar on his cheek. That side lay uppermost, and caught 
my eye at once ; but even then I doubted, such an awful 
change had oome upon him, when, turning to the ticket 
just above his head, I saw the name, ^^ Robert Dane." 
That both assured and touched me, for, remembering 
that he had no name, I knew that he had taken mine. 
I longed for him to speak to me, to tell how he had fared 
since I lost sight of him, and let me perform some little 
service for him in return for many he had done for me ; 
but he seemed asleep; and as I stood re-living that 
strange night again, a bright lad, who lay next him 
soflly waving an old fan across both beds, looked up and 
said, — 

^^ I guess you know him. Missis? " 

" You are right. Do you? " 

^^ As much as any one was able to, Missis.'* 

" Why do you say * was,' as if the man were dead 
and gone?" 

'^ I s'pose because I know hell have to go. He's got 
a bad jab in the breast, an' is bleedin' inside, the Doctor 
says. He don't suffer any, only gets weaker 'n' weaker 
every minute. I've been fannin' him this long whiloi 

13 



194 CAMP AND PIRB81DS STORXSll. 

an* he's talked a little ; but he don't know me now, so 
he's most gone, I goess.'* 

There was so much sorrow and affection in the boy's 
fitoe, that I remembered something, and asked, with 
redoubled interest, — 

«( Are you the one that brought him off? I was told 
about a boy who nearly lost his life in saving that of his 
mate/' 

I dare say the young fellow blushed, as any modest 
lad might have done ; I could not see it, but I heard the 
chuckle of satisfaction that escaped him, as he glanced 
from his shattered arm and bandaged side to the pale 
figure opposite. 

^* Lord, Missis, that's nothin' ; we boys always stan' 
by one another, an' I warn't goin' to leave him to be 
tormented any more by them cussed Rebs. He's been a 
slave once, though he don't look half so much like it as 
me, an' I was bom in Boston." 

He did not ; for the speaker was as black as the ace 
of spades, — being a sturdy specimen, the knave of dubs 
would perhaps be a fitter representative, — but the dark 
freeman looked at the white slave with the pitiful, yet 
puzzled expression I have so often seen on the faces of 
our wisest men, when this tangled question of Slavery 
presented itself, asking to be cut or patiently undone. 

^^ Tell me what yon know of this man ; for, even if 
he were awake, he is too weak to talk.'* 

*' I never saw him till I joined the regiment, an' no 
one 'peared to have got much out of him. He was a 
shut-up sort of feller, an' didn't seem to care for anything 
but gettin' at the Rebs. Some say he was the fust man 
of us that enlisted ; I know he fretted till we were off. 
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fto' when we pitched into old Wagner, he fought like the 
devU.** 

" Were you with him when he was wounded? How 
was it?" 

^ Tee» ACseie* There was somethin' queer ahout it ; 
for he *peared to know the chap that killed him, an' the 
chap knew him. I don't dare to ask, hut I rather guess 
one owned the other some time ; for, when thej dinched, 
the chap sung out, *• Bob I * an' Dane, * Marster Ned ! ' — 
then they went at it.** 

I sat down suddenly, for the old anger and compassioii 
struggled in my heart, and I both longed and feared to 
hear what was to follow. 

*' You see, when the Colonel, — Lord keep an' send 
him back to us I — it a'n't certain yet, you know. Missis, 
though it's two days ago we lost him, — well, when the 
Colonel shouted, 'Bush on, boys, rush on I' Dane tore 
away as if he was goin' to take the fort alone ; I was 
next him, an' kept close as we went through the ditch an' 
np the walL Hi 1 wam't that a rusher I " and the boy 
flung up his well arm with a whoop, as if the mere mem- 
ory of that stirring moment came over him in a gust of 
liTOpressible excitement. 

^' Were you afraid?" I said, asking the question women 
•ften put, and receiving the answer they seldom fail to 
Cet. 

«'No, Missis!" — emphasis on the '« Missis " — •« I 
never thought of anything but the damn' Bebs, that scalp, 
slash, an' cut our ears o£f, when they git us. I was 
bound to let daylight into one of 'am at least, an' I did 
Hope he liked it I " 
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** It'ifl evident that you did. Now go on aboiu Robert, 
for I should be at work." 

^ He was one of the fust up ; I was just behind, an' 
though the whole thing happened in a minute, I remem- 
ber how it was, for all I was jellin' an' knockin* round 
like mad. Just where we were, some sort of an oflicer 
was wavin' his sword an' cheerin' on his men; Dane 
saw him by a big flash that come by ; he flung away his 
gun, give a leap, an' went at that feller as if he was Jctr, 
Beauregard, an' Lee, all in one. I scrabbled after as 
quick as I could, but was only up in time to see him git 
the sword straight through him an' drop into the ditch. 
You needn't ask what I did next, Missis, for I don't 
quite know myself; all Fm dear about is, that I man- 
aged somehow to pitch that Reb into the fort as dead as 
* Moses, git hold of Dane, an' bring him off. Poor old 
. feller I we said we went in to live or die ; he said he 
iwent in to die, an' he's done it." 

I had been intently watching the excited speaker ; but 
as he regretfully added those last words I turned again, 
and Robert's eyes met mine, — those melancholy eyes, 
so full of an intelligence that proved he had heard, 
remembered, and reflected with that preternatural power 
which often outlives all other faculties* He knew mo, 
yet gave no greeting ; was glad to see a woman's face, 
yet had no smile wherewith to welcome it ; felt that he 
was dying, yet uttered no farewell. He was too far 
across the river to return or linger now ; departing 
thought, strength, breath, were spent in one grateful 
look, one murmur of submission to the last pang he 
could ever feel. His lips moved, and, bending to tbem, 
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a whisper chilled my cheek, as it shaped the broken 
words, — 

^Td V done it, — bat it's better so, — Fm eat* 
isfied." 

Ah t wen he might be, — for, as he turned his fiica 
from the shadow of the life that was, the sunshine of the 
life to be touched it with a beautiful content, and in the 
drawing of a breath ' mj contraband found wife and 
home, eternal liberty and God* 
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DO yon mean it. Bom?" 
"Yes.** 

** You Bet a high price on your love ; I cannot pay H.' 

"I think you wiU.'* 

She came a little nearer, this beautiful woman, whom 
the young man loved with all the ardor of a first affec- 
tion, she laid her hand upon his arm, and looked up in 
his face, her own wearing its most persuasive aspect ; for 
tenderness seemed to have conquered pride, and will was 
concealed under a winning softness which made her 
doubly dangerous* as she said, in the slow, sweet voice 
that betrayed her Southern birth, — 

^^ Remember what you ask, — what I offer ; then tell me 
which demands the highest price for love. You would 
have me give up friends, fortune, home, all the opinions, 
prejudices, and beliefs of birth and education, all the 
hopes and purposes of years, for your sake. I ask noth- 
ing of you but the relinquishment of a mistaken duty ; 
I offer you all I possess : a life of luxury and power, and« 
— myself. •• 

She paused there, with a gesture of proud humility, as 
if she would ignore the fact, yet could not quite conceal 
the consciousness, that she had much to bestow upon the 
fever who had far less to offer. 

^ Oh, Rose, you tempt me terribly,** he said ; ^^ not ' 

(198) 
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with your poBsessions or a life of Inxiirj, but with yonr- 
selfy because 1 loye you more than a thousand fortunes or 
a century of ease and power. Tet, dear as you are to 
me, and barren as tlie world will be without you, I dare 
not turn traitor even for your sake.*' 

** Yet you would have me do it for yours.** 

^*No: treachery to the wrong is aUegianoe to the 
right, and I only ask you to love your country better than 
yourself, as I try to do." 

^^ Who shall say which is right and which wrong? I 
am tired of the words. I want to forget the ills I cannot 
cure, and enjoy life while I may. Touth was made for 
happiness ; why waste it in a quarrel which time alone can 
end? Robert, I do not ask you to turn traitor. I do 
not care what you believe. I only ask you to stay with 
me, now that I have owned how much you are to me.** 

^^ Qod knows I wish I could. Rose ; but idleness is 
treason in times like these. What right have I to think 
of my own happiness when my country needs me? It is 
like deserting my old mother in eztremest peril to stand 
idle now ; and when you tempt me to forget this, I must 
deny your prayer, because it is the only one I cannot 
grant.** 

** But, Robert, you are little to the rest of the world, 
and eveiything to me. Tour country does not need you 
half so much as I, — * a stranger in a strange land* ; for, 
in a great struggle like this, what can one num do?** 

"His duty, Rose." 

She pleaded eloquently with voice, and eyes, and 
hands ; but something in the sad gravity of the young 
man's face was a keener reproach than his words. She 
felt that she could not win him so, and, with a swifi and 
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subtle change of oounterance and manner, sLe put Lins 
from her, saying reproachfully^ — 

^* Then do yours, and make some reparation for the 
peace of mind you have destroyed. 1 have a right to <i8k 
tills. I came here as to a refuge, hoping to live unknown 
till the storm was over. Why did you find me out, pro- 
tect me by your influence, lighten my exile by your soci- 
ety, and, under the guise of friendship, teach me to 
love you?** 

Robert Stirling watched her with lover's eyes, listened 
with lover*s ears, and answered like a lover, finding her 
the fairer and dearer for the growing fear that a hard 
test was in store for him. 

^* I found you out, because your beauty would not be 
concealed ; I protected you, because you were a woman, 
and alone ; 1 gave you friendship, because I wished to 
prove tliat we of the North hold sacred the faith our 
enemies place in us by sending to our keeping the treasure 
they most value ; and,'Rose, 1 loved you because 1 could 
not help it.'* ,J 

*1She smiled then, and the color deepened beautifully m 
the half-averted face, but she did not speak, and Robert 
took heart from the sign. 

^*- 1 never meant to tell you this, fearing what has now 
happened, and I resolved to go away. But, coming here 
to say good-by, your grief melted my resolve, and I told 
you what I could no longer hide. Have I been ungen- 
erous and unjust? If you believe so, tell me what repa- 
ration I can make, and, if it is anything an honest man 
may do, I will do it.** 

She knew that, was glad to know it ; yet, with the 
exacting affection of a selfish woman, she felt a jealous 
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fear tliat she loved more than she was beloved, aad 
must assure herself hj some trial that she was all in 
all to her young lover. He waited for her answer with 
such keen anzietj, such wistful tenderness, that she felt 
confident of success ; and, yielding to the love of power 
so strong within her, she could not resist the desire of 
exercising it over this new subject, finding her excuse io 
the fond yet wayward wish to keep from danger that 
which was now so dear to hen 

^^ I have lost enough by this costly war : I wiU lose no 
more,** she said* ^^ It is easier to part at once than later, 
when time has more endeared us to each other. Choose 
between the country which you lov^ and the woman who 
loves you, and by that choice we will both abide,'' 

^* Rose, this is cruel, this is hard ! Let me choose both, 
and be the better man for that double service.'* 

*^ It is impossible. No one can serve two mistressch 
I will have all or nothing." 

As she spoke she gently, but decidedly, fireed herself 
firom his detaining hold, and stood away from him, as if 
to prove both her strength and her sincerity. The act 
t:faanged the words of separation trembling on Robert's 
lips to words of entreaty ; for, though his upright nature 
owned the hard duty, his heart clung to its idol, feeling 
hat it must be wrenched away. 

** Wait a little, Rose. Give me time to think. Let 
me prove that I am no coward ; then I will serve yon, 
and you alone." 

*^ No, Robert ; if you truly loved me, you would be 
eager and glad to make any sacrifice for me. I would 
willingly make many for you; but this one I cannot, 
because it robs me of you in a double sense. If you 
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fall, I lose yon ; if you come back alive, I lose joa no 
less, for how can I accept a hand reddened with tha 
blood of those I love?'' 

He had no answer, and stood sflent. She saw that this 

moment of keen suffering and .iNififlicting passions was 

tlie tumiiig«point in the young man's lifs, yet, nothing 

p doubting her power, she hardened herself to his pain that 

I she might gain her point now and repay his submission 

by greater affection hereafter. Her voice broke the brief 

^ silence* steady, sweet, and sad : 

^^ I see that you have chosen ; I submit. But go at 
once, while I can part as I should ; and remember, we 
must never meet again.'' 

He had dropped his face into his hands, struggling 
dumbly with honest conscience and rebellious heart. 
Standing so, he felt a light touch on his bent head, heard 
tlie sound of a departing step, and looked up to see Rose 
passing from his sight, perhaps forever. An exclamation 
of love and longing broke from his lips ; at the sound she 
paused, and, turning, let him see that her face was bathed 
in tears. At that sight duty seemed doubly stem and 
cruel, the sacrifice of integrity grew an easy thing, and 
separation an impossibility. The tender eyes were on 
htm, the imploring hands outstretched to him, and the 
beloved voice cried, brokenly, — 

"Oh, Robert, stay!" 

"I will I" 

He spoke out defiantly, as if to silence the inward 
monitor that would not yield consent ; he offered his hand 
to seal the promise, and took one step toward the fail 
temptation, — no more; for, at the instant, up from 
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below roae a voice, dear and mellow as a sflver honi, 
nngingf — 

*^ He hat seanded forth the trampel 
That shall nerer call retteat ; 
He it nlting out the hearto of mea 

Before hia judgment-seat; 
Ohy be swift, mj soul, to answer hlia| 
Be jnbUant, mj feet I 

For God is marchmg on." 

The aong broke the troubled silence with a martial 
ring that, to one listener, sounded like a bugle-call* 
banishing with its magic breath the weakness that had 
nearly made a recreant of him ; for the opportune out- 
break of the familiar voice, the memories it woke, the 
nobler spirit it recalled, all made that sweet and stirring 
strain the young man's salvation. Both stood motion 
less, and so still that every word came clearly through 
the sunny hush that filled the room. Rose's face grew 
anxious, a flash of anger dried the tears, and the ex- 
pression which bad been so tender changed to one of 
petulant annoyance. But Robert did not see it ; he no 
longer watched her; he had turned towards the open 
window, and was looking far away into the distance, 
where seemed to lie the future this moment was to make 
or mar« while his whole aspect grew calm and steady, 
as if with the sense of self-control came the power d 
self-sacrilice. 

As the song ended, he turned, gave one parting look 
at the woman whom he loved, said, ^^ I have chosen I 
Rose, good-by," and was gone. 

Out into the beautiful spring world he went, blind to 
its beauty, deaf to its music, unconscious of its peace. 
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Before him went the blithe ringer, -* a young man, with 
onoovered head, brown hair blowing in the wind, thought- 
fill eyee bent on the ground, and lips still softly singing, 
as he walked* This brother, always just and gentle, 
always ready with sympathy and counsel, now seemed 
doubly dear to the sore heart of Robert, as, hurrying to 
him, he grasped his arm as a drowning man might clutch 
at sudden help ; for, though the yictory seemed won, he 
dared not trust himself alone, with that great longing 
tugging at his heart. 

** Why, Rob ! what is it? ** asked his brother, pausing 
to wonder at the change which had befallen him since 
they parted but a little while ago. 

**Ask no questions, Richard; but sing on, ring on, 
and, if you love me, keep me fast till we get home,** 
answered Robert, excitedly* 

Something in his manner, and the glance he cast over 
his shoulder, seemed to enlighten his brother* Richard's 
face darkened ominouriy for a moment, then softened 
with stncerest pity as he drew the hand closer through 
his arm, and answered, with an almost womanly com- 
passion, — 

^^ Poor lad, I knew it would be so 1 but I had no fear 
that you would be(»me a slave to tliat beautiful tyrant. 
The bitter draught is often more wholesome than the 
sweet, and you are wise to lei her go before it is too late. 
Tell me yonr trouble, Rob, and let me help you bear it.^ 

^* Not now I not here I Sing, Rick, if you would not 
have me break away and go back to her again.** 

His brother obeyed him, not witli the war-song, but 
with the simpler air their mother*s voice had made a 
lullaby, beloved by them as babies, boys, and men. 
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Now, as of old« it soothed and comforted ; and, though 
poor Robert tamed his &ce away and let his brother 
lead him where he would, the first sharpness of his pain 
was eased by a recollection bom of the song; for he 
remembered that though one woman had fjEuled him, 
there still remained another whose faithful love would 
imow no shadow of a change. 

As they came into the familiar room, where every 
•bject spoke of the dear household league lasting uq- 
frroken for so many years, a softer mood replaced the 
|Mlin and passion that had struggled in the lover^s heart ; 
«ad, throwing himself into the ancient chair where so 
many boyish griefs had been consoled, he laid his head 
upon his arms, and forgot his manhood for a little whUe. 
iEUchard stood beside him, with a kind hand on his 
shoulder, to assure him of a sympathy too deep and wise 
for words, till the fitting moment should appear. It 
soon came; and when the younger brother had made 
known his trouble, and the elder given what cheer he 
could, he tried to lead Robert's thoughts to other things, 
that he might forget disappointment in action. 

^^ Notlking need detain you now, Rob," he said ; " for 
i(he loss of one hope opens the way to the attainment of 
another. Tou shall enlist at once, and march away to 
fi^t the good fight." 

^^ And you. Rick? We have both longed to go, but 
could not decide which it should be. Why should not 
you march away, and let me stay with mother till mj 
turn comes?" 

'^ Need I tell you why? We did delay at first, because 
we could not choose which should stay with the dear old 
lady who has only us lefl now. But lately you have 
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lingered became of Boee, and I because I would nol 
leave jou till I knew how yon fared. That is all over 
now ; and surely it is best for you to put States between 
yon, and let absence teach you to forget.*' 

'* You are right, and I am a weak fool to dream of 
litaying. I ought to go ; but the spirit that once would 
have made the duty easy has deserted me. Richard, I 
have los:t fitith ' in myself, and am afraid to go alone. 
Come wiih me, to comfort and keep me steady, as you 
have done all my life." 

** I wish I could. Never doubt nor despond, no ; but 
remember that we trust you, we expect great things of 
you, and are sure you never will disgrace the name father 
gave into our keeping.'' 

^^ ni do my best, Rick ; but I shall need you more 
than ever : and if mother only knew how it is with me, 
I think she would say, ^ Go.' " 

^' Mother does say it, heartily ! " 

Both started, and turned to see their mother watching 
them with an untroubled face. A right noble old woman, 
carrying her sixty years gracefully and well, -^ for her 
tall figure was unbent ; below the gray hair shone eyes 
dear as any girl's, and her voice had a cheery ring to it 
that roused energy and hope in those who heard it ; while 
the benignant power of her glance, the motherly compas- 
sion of her touch, brought confirmation to the wavering 
resolve and comfort to the wounded heart. 

With the filial instinct which outlives chOdhood, Robert 
leaned against her as she drew his head to the bosom that 
could always give it rest, and told his sorrow in one 
broken exclamation, — 

«« Oh, mother, I loved her so I " 
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** I know it, dear : I saw it, and I warned you* But 
70U thought me unjust. I desired to be proved so, and 
it has ended here. You have loved like a man, have 
withstood temptation like a man ; now bear your loss lika ' 
one, and do not mar your sacrifice to principle by any 
fain regrets.** « 

^^ Ah, mother, aU the courage, energy, and strength 
seem to have gone out of me, and I am tired of my life*'* 

** Not yet, Rob ; wait a little, and you will find that 
life has gained a new significance. This trouble will 
change the boy into a man, braver and better for the 
past, because, if I know my son, he will never let his life 
be thwarted by a selfish woman's folly or caprice.'* 

She spoke proudly, and Robert lifted his head with an 
air as proud. 

^^ Tou are right. I wiU not. But you must let me gol 
I cannot answer for myself if I stay here.** 

" Tou shall go, and Rick with you.** 

^^But, mother, can we, — ought we, — to leave yoa 
alone ? ** began Richard, longing, yet loath, to go. 

*' No, my boys, you neither can nor will ; for I go 
with you.** 

^' With us? ** cried both brothers, in a breath. 

**Ay, lads, that I will I** she answered, heartily. -^ 
<^ There is work for the old hands as well as for the 
young ; and while my boys fight for me, I will both nurse 
and pray for them.** 

«^ But, mother, the distance and danger, the hardships 
and horrors of such a life, will be too much for you. Let 
one of us stay, and keep you safely here at home.** 

'^ Not while you are needed elsewhere. Other mothers 
give their boys ; why should not I give mine? Otbei 
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women endure the hardships and horrors of ctiinps and 
hospitals ; can I not do as much ? Yoa offer your young 
lives ; surely I may offer the remains of mine. Say no 
more : I must enlist with my hoys. I could never sit 
with folded hands at home, tormenting mytielf with fears 
for you, although God knows I send you willingly.'' 

**You should have heen a Roman matron, mother, 
with many sons to give for your country and few tears 
for yourself," said Richard, watching the fire of her 
glance, and listening to the steady voice that talked so 
cheerfully of danger and of death. 

*^ Ah, Rob, the ancient legends preserved the brave 
words of the Roman matrons, but they left no record of 
the Roman mothers' tears, because they kept them for 
the bitter hours that came when the sacrifices had been 
made." And, as she spoke, two great drops rolled down 
to glitter upon Robert's hair. 

For a moment no one stirred, as the three looked their 
new future in the face, and, seeing all its perils, owned 
its wisdom, accepted its duties, and stood ready to fulfil 
them to the last. 

Mrs. Stirling spoke first : 

*^ My sons, these are times to try the metal of all souls ; 
and if we would have ours ring clear, we must follow 
with devout obedience the strong convictions that prompt 
and lead us to the right. Go, lads, and do your best, 
remembering that mother follows you, to rejoice if you 
win, to comfort you if you fail, to nurse you if you need 
it, and if you fall to lay you tenderly into your graves, 
with the proud thought, ^ They did their duty : God will 
remember that, and comfort me.' " 

The faces of the brothers kindled as she spoke ; theif 
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hearts answered her with a nobler fervor than the chiv- 
alrous enthusiasm of young blood, and both made a silent 
vow of loyally, to last inviolate through all their lives, 
as, laying a hand on either head, that brave old mother 
dedicated sons and self to the service of the liberties 
she loved. 

U. 

Thb Army of the Potomac was on its march north- 
ward, to defeat Lee*s daring raid and make a liltle Penn- 
sylvania village forever memorable. The heights above 
the town were already dai;kened by opposing troops ; the 
quiet valley was already tumultuous with the tramp of 
gathering thousands, and the fruitful fields already r»- 
ploughed for the awful human harvest soon to be gath- 
ered in. Every road swarmed with blue coats, every 
hill-side was a camp, every grove a bivouac, every way- 
side stream a fountain of refroshment to hundreds of 
weary men spent with tlie privations and fatigues of those 
forced marches through midsunmier heats. 

By one of these little brooks a dusty regiment was 
halted for brief repose. At the welcome order, many of 
the exhausted men dropped down where they stood, to 
snatch an hour's sleep ; some sought the grateful shade 
of an orchard already robbed of its early fruit, and ate 
their scanty fare with a cheerful content that made h 
sweet; others stretched themselves along the trampled 
borders of the brook, bathing their swollen feet, or drink- 
ing long draughts of the turbid water, which, to their 
parched lips, was a better cordial than the costliest wine. 
Apart from all these groups, two comrades lay side by 
sido in the shadow of the orchard-walL Both were 
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young and comely men, stalwart, keen-ejed« and already 
bronzed by a Southern sun, although this was their first 
campaign. Both were silent, yet noitlier slept, and in 
their silence there was a marked difference, — one lay 
looking straight up through the waving boughs at the 
dear blue overhead, with an expression as serene ; the 
other half leaned on his folded arm, mdodily plucking as 
the turf which was his pillow, with now and then au 
impatient sigh, a restless gesture. One of these dem- 
onstrations of discontent presently roused his comrade 
from a waking dream. He sat up, laid a cool hand on the 
other's hot forehead, and said, with brotherly solicitude,^* 

^* Not asleep yet, Rob ? I hope you've not had a sun- 
stroke, like poor Blake ; for, if you are left behind, we 
sludl both lose our share of the fight/' 

** As well die that way as with a rebel bullet through 
yv>ur head ; though, if I had my choice, I'd try the last, 
as being the quickest," replied the other, gloomily. 

^^That doesn't sound like you, Bob, ^* you'll think 
better of it to-morrow, when you've had a night's sound 
sleep. This has been a hard march for a young soldier's 
first." 

*^ How much older are you than I, either as man or 
soldier. Rick?" asked Robert, half petulantly, half 
proudly. 

** Throe hours older as a man, ten minutes as a sol- 
dier • you know I enlisted first. Yet Fm much the elder 
lU many things, as you often tell me," said Richard, with 
the smile that always soothed his brother's more fiery 
spirit. ** One of the privileges of my seniority is the 
care of you ; so tell me what harasses you and scares 
rest away ? " 
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*<The old pain, Bick. All these weeks of absence 
have nol lessened it ; i^d the thought of going into a 
twttle out of which I maj never come alive, without see- 
ing her once more, makes me almost resolve to desert, 
and satisfy myself at any cost. Tou cannot understand 
Ihis, for you don't know what it is to love -^ to have a 
woman's face haunting you day and night, to hear a 
woman's voice always sounding in your ears with a dis* 
tinctness that will not let you rest." 

"I know it all, Rob I" 

The words seemed to slip involuntarily from the young 
man's lips, for he checked himself sharply, and cast 
au anxious look at his brother. But Bobert was too 
absorbed in his own emotions to read those of another, 
and only answered, in a cheerier tone, ^* 

**• You mean mother. God bless her, wherever she is, 
and send us safely home to her I " 

An almost pathetic patience replaced the momentary 
agitation Richard's face betrayed, and his eyes turned 
wistfully towards the green hills that lay between the 
mother and her boys, as he answered, with a smile of 
sorrowful significance, ^* 

^^ Every man is better and braver for a woman's love ; 
so, as 'I have no younger sweetheart, I shall take the 
dear old lady for my mistress, and try to serve her like a 
loyal knight." 

''Rickl" exclaimed his brother, earnestly, ^«if the 
coining battle proves my last as well as my first, promise 
that for my sake you'll befriend poor Rose, — that you 
will forgive her, love her, care for her, as if in truth she 
were my widow." 

Richanl grasped the hand outstretched to him, and 
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answered, with a fervor that fully satisfied his brother, 
^*I promise, Bob!" then added quickly, ^' But there 
will be DO need of that ; for, if mortal man can do it, I 
will keep you, to care for Bose yourself.** 

Through the momentary pause that followed came the 
pleasant sound of faUing water. 

** Hark, Bob I do you hear it? Give me your can- 
teen, and ril bring you a cool draught tliat shall remind 
you of the old well at home." 

Bising as he spoke, Bichard went to the low wall that 
rose behind them, swung himself oyer, and, plunging 
down a ferny slope, found a hidden spring dnppiDg mu- 
sically firom mossy crevices among the rocks into a little 
pool below. Pausing a moment to let the shadowy soli- 
tude of the green nook bathe his weary spirit in its 
peace, he turned to catch the coolest drops that fell ; but, 
as he bent, the canteen slipped from his hand and 
splashed unheeded into the pool, for, just opposite, 
through thickly-growing brakes, he caught the glitter of 
a pair of human eyes fixed full upon his face. An 
instant he stood motionless, conscious of that subtle 
thrill through blood and nerves which sudden danger or 
surprise can bring to the stoutest heart. Before ho could 
move or speak, the brakes were parted, and the weird, 
withered face of an old woman was lifled to the light. 
One of the despised rfi6% clothed in rags, covered with 
dust, spent with wear' is and pain, she lay there, such a 
wild and wofiil object tnat the lonely spot seemed chosen 
not as a resting-place, but as a grave. Leaning on one 
arm, she stretched the other trembling hand towards the 
young man, whispering, with an assuring nod, — 

**> Don't be skeered, honey ; Tse only a pore ole conty 
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ban', gwine up ter de laa' ob fireediim, ef I doesn't drap 
down by de way.** 

^* Are you sick, or hurt, or only tired, my poor soul?** 
asked Richard, with such visible compassion in his facA 
that the woman's brightened as she answered, with a 
cheerfuhiess which made her utter destitution more pa- 
thetic, — 

*^ Fse all dem, and starved inter de bargain ; but^ bress 
yer, chile, I'se done got used ter dat, and don't mind em 
much ef I kin jes git on a piece ter-day. I'se ben porely 
fer a spell, and layin' by ; but Fse mendin' fas', and de 
sight ob de blue-coats and de kine face is mos' as relishin* 
as vitUes." 

*^ Ton shall have all three, as far as I can give them 
to you," said Richard, offering the last of his day's ra- 
tion, and sitting down opposite the poor old creature, 
who, muttering hasty thanks, seized and devoured the 
food with an almost animal voracity, which proved how 
great her need had been. As tlie last morsel vanished, 
she drew a long breath, uttered a sigh of satisfaction, 
and, sitting more erect, said, with a deprecating gesture 
and a grateful glance, — 

** Massa, I couldn't help forgittiu* manners, kase Fse 
ben widout a mouffle sence yisterday, scept two green 
applefe and de mint growin' obcr dar." 

*^ Have you been lying here all night? Where do yon 
come from, and where are you going? Tell me, without 
fear, and let me help you if I can.** 

^^ De Lord hib yer kine heart, chile, and keep yer fer 
yer muddcr. My boys is all gone now ; but I knows de 
foelin', and Fll trus' yer, fer's I dares. Yer see, Vm 
come from Souf Car'liny, and Fse gwine to de bressed 
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Norf to fine my ole man, what miasis tuk wid her when 
she ler UB berj suddiii/* 

^^ What part of the North do yon want to find ? ** asked 
Richard, eager to offer the desolatje being such help as 
Uy in his power. She saw the friendly impulse, and 
thanked him for it with a look ; but the distrust bom of 
many wrongs was stronger than the desire for sympathy, 
and cautiously, yet humbly, she said, — 

*' Massa mus* please ter 'sense me ef I doesn't tell jea^ 
whar Fse gwine. My pore old man is all dey's lef me ; 
and ef missis knowed any ways dat I was lookin' fer 
him, she'd tote him some place whar I couldn't come. It's 
way off bery fur; but de name of de town is wrote 
down in my heart, and, ef I lives, I'll fine it, shore.** 

** Where are your boys ? " asked Richard, interested 
in spite of the woman's uninyiting aspect. 

*^ I'se had seven chil'en, honey, but dey's ben sent 
eixsrywhich way, and I doesn't know whar dey is now, 
scept de dead ones. My darters was sole off years ago ; 
one ob my boys was whipped to def, and one tore so wid 
de houn's it was a mercy de dear Lord tuk him. Two 
was put to work on de fortycations down dar ; and the 
las' one, my little Mose, starved in my arms as we was 
wadin' fru de big swamps, where we runned when word 
come dat de Yanks was comin' and we'd be firee ef we 
got to urn. It was bery hard to leave de pore chile dar, 
but dcre was two or free more little grabes to keep him 
comp'ny ; so I come on alone, and. Glory Halleluyer 1 
here I is." 

'^Now, how can I help you, ma'am?" said Richard, 
involuntarily adding respect to pity, as he heard the 
short, sad story of tJie losses now past help. 



IX>VB AND LOYALTT. 915 

*^ Ef yer has a bit of money dat yer could spar, chile* 
dat would *Bisi ine a heap : I kin hide it handy, and git 
▼ittles or a liT when de roads is bery had. Fse mos^ 
wore out, fer Tse ben weeks a comin', kase I dunno de 
way, and can't tms' folks much. Now the Yanks is 
^gwine my road, I wants to foller fiu* as I kin, fer Tse 
shore defa right.'' 

While she rambled on, Richard had taken out his 
purse, and halving the small store it contained, offered 
it, saying, kindly, — 

*^ There old friend ; Fd gladly do more for you if I 
could. I may be going where I shall never need money , 
any more ; and, you know, they who give to the pooi / 
lend to the Lord : so this much will be saved up for me."' 

The woman rose to her knees, and, taking the 
generous hand in both her dusky ones, kissed it with 
trembling lips, wet it with grateful tears, as she criedy 
brokenly, — 

^^Bress yer, chile I bress yerl Fse no words white 
'nuff to tank yer in, but Fll 'member yer all my days, 
and pray de Lord to hold yer safe in de holler ob His 
ban'." 

*' Thank you, ma'am. What else can I do for you 
before I go?" 

'^ Jes* tell me yer name, honey, so I kin 'mind de Lord 
ob yer tickerlally; fer dere's such a heap ob prayers 
gvrine up to Him dese bitter times. He mightn't mine 
sech pore ones as ole June's ef de good name wam't in 
um." 

*^ Richard Stirling," answered the young man, smiling 
at the poor soul's eagerness. ** Grood-by, old mother. 
Keep up a stout heart, and trust the blue-coats wheo 
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you see them, till you find your husband and the happj 
North.*' 

While he refilled the canteen, the contraband, with 
the fine sentiment so often found in the least promising 
of this affectionate race, hastily gathered a delicate fern 
or tvro, and, adding the one wild rose that blossomed in 
that shady spot, offered her little nosegay, with a hi^ 
mility as touching as her earnestness. 

'* It's a pore give, chile ; but Fse nufiln' else sceptin' 
de wish dat yer^U hab all yer want in dis world and de 
nex'." 

As Richard took it, through his mind flashed the 
memory of old romantic legends, wherein weird women 
foretold happy fortunes to young knights pausing at some 
wayside well, — fortunes to be won only by unshaken 
loyalty to yirtue, love, and honor. Looking down upon 
the flower, whose name lent it a double charm to him, 
he said low, to himself, with quickened breath and 
kindling eyes, — 

" A propitious wish I May it be fulfilled, if I deserve 
itl" 

Then, as the first drum-beat sounded, he pressed the 
hard hand that gave the gift, and sprang up the bank, 
little dreaming how weU the grateful heart he )eft behind 
him would one day remember and repay his charily. 

Three days later, the brothers stood side by Hide in the 
rauks at Gettysburg, impatiently awaiting their turn to 
attack a rebel battery that must be silenced. From 
height to height thundered the cannon; up and down 
the long slopes surged a sea of struggling humanity ; all 
the air was darkened by wavering clouds of smoke and 
dust, which lifted only when iron messengers of death 
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lore their way through with deafening reports and eheeta 
of flame ; while, in the brief pauses that sometimes fell, 
the bands crashed out with danee-mosic, as if the wild 
excitement of the hoar had made them fitting minstrels ' ) 
tar an awfol *^ dance of death.^ 

<* Remember, Bob, where that goes, we foUow while 
we can,'* whispered Richard, glancing np at the torn flag 
streaming oyerhead. 

** I'm ready, Rick,'' returned his brother, with flashing ^ 
eyes, set teeth, and in eyery lineament such visible re- 
solve to do and dare, that one hour seemed to have made 
the boy a hero and a man. 

As the words left his lips, down the long line rang the 
welcome order, *^ Forward I charge I " and, with a shout 
that rose sharp and shrill above the din of arms, the 
brave — ^th dashed into the rain of shot and shell. 
Stirred by one impulse, the brothers followed wherever 
through the smoke they caught the flutter of the flag, as 
It was borne before them up the hill. More than once 
it dropped from a dead hand, to be caught up by a livmg 
one before it touched the ground. Robert Stirling's was 
one of these; and, as he seized the staff*, the battle^v 
madness seemed to fall upon him, for, waving the banner, a 
with a ringing shout he sprang upon the wall, bdiind 
which rebel riflemen were lying. The sharp sting of a 
ball in the right arm reminded him that he was mortal, 
and at the same instant his brother's hand dutched him, 
his brother^s voice called through the din, — 

<* Tou're wounded, Rob 1 For God's sake fall back." 
But, with a grim smile, Robert passed the banner into 
the keeping of lus other hand, saying, as his arm dropped 
useless at his side,— 
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** Not yet. Clear the way for me, Bick, and let this 
old flag be the first up." 

A loyal cheer from behind drowned the rebel yell that 
rose in front, as a blue wave rolled up and broke over 
the wall, carrying the brothers with it. Above the deadly 
conflict that went on below, the Stars and Stripes tossed 
wildly to and fro ; but steadily the color-bearer struggled 
higher, and steadily his body-guard of one went on before 
him, forcing a passage through the press, till, in a single 
mstant, there came a hurtling sound, a deafening crash, 
a fiery rain of death-dealing fragments, and, with an 
awful vision of dismembered bodies, wrathful faces panio- 
stricken in the drawing of a breath, and a wide gap in 
the swaying mass before him, Robert Stirling was flung, 
stunned and bleeding, against the wall so lately left. 

Cries of mortal anguish roused him from a moment's mer^ 
ciful oblivion, and showed him that, for his brother and 
himself, the battle was already done. Not far away, half 
hidden under a pile of mingled blue and gray, Richard 
lay quiet on the bloody grass, and, as Robert's dizsy 
eyes wandered up and down his own bruised body to dis* 
cover whence came the sharp agony that wrung his 
nerves, he saw that but one arm now hung shattered at 
his side ; the left was gone, and a single glance at the 
ghastly wound sent such a pang of horror through him 
that he closed his eyes, muttering, with white lips, — - 

<^ Poor mother ! it will be hard to lose us both.** 

Something silken-soft swept across his face, and, look- 
ing up, he saw that the flag had fallen with him, and lay 
half upright against the wall, still fluttering bravely 
where many eyes could see it, many willing hearts press 
on to defend it. Faithful to the last, he leaned across 
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die staff, and, making a shield of his maimed body, 
waited patiently for the coming of friend or foe. How 
the battle went he no longer knew ; he scarcely eared ; 
for now to him the victories and defeats of life seemed 
07er, and Death standing ready to bestow the pale cross 
of the legion of honor, laid on so many quiet breasts aa 
the loyal souls depart to their reward. 

With strange distmctness came the roar of cannon, tha | 
sharp, shrill ringing of the minie-balls, the crash of \ 
bursting shells, the shouts, the' groans, even the slow drip ( x 
of his blood, as it plashed down upon the stones ; yet ' 
neither hope nor fear disturbed him now, as all the past 
flashed through his mind and faded, leaving three mem- 
ories,— his love for Rose, his brother's death, his 
mother's desolation, — to embitter the memorable moment 
when, with a deathly coldness creeping to his heart, ha 
leaned there bleeding his young life away* 

To him it seemed hours, yet but a few short minutes 
passed before he became conscious of a friendly atmo- 
sphere about him, and, through the trance of suffering 
fast reaching its climax, heard a commanding voice ' ^ 
exclaim, — ^ 

^* It is Stirling : I shall remember this. Take him to ^ 
the rear, and see that he is cared for.^ 

Robert knew his Colonel's voice, and, gathering op 
both failing strength and sense, he tried to stand erect» ^ 
tried to salute with his one arm, and, fitiling, said, with 
a piteous look at either wound, — 

** I have done my best, sir.'' 

^^ My brave fellow, you have I What more eoM you 
do for the old flag?" 

Something in the glance, the tone, the words of dia 
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conmuuider whom he so loved and honored, seemed to 
Rend new life through the fainting man* His dim eje 
kindled, his voioe grew strong and stead/, as, forgetful 
of the maimed hodj it inhabited, the unconquerable 
spirit answered, fervently, ^ 
. ^^ I could die for it.** 

Then, as if in truth he had done his best, had died for 
it, Robert Stirling fell forward in the shadow of the 
flag, his head upon the same green pillow where his 
brother^s lay. 

III. 

^* Haas's the paper, and Fisher to read it for us, boys. 
Hush, there, and let's hear what's up I " 

An instant silence reigned through the crowded ward 
a3 the chief attendant entered with the morning sheet 
that daily went the rounds. The convalescents gathered 
about him ; the least disabled propped themselves upon 
their arms to listen; even the weakest turned wistful 
eyes that way, and ceased their moaning, that they might 
hear, as Fisher slowly read otit the brief despatches, and 
then the mournful lists of wounded, dead, and missing. 

Among the many faces in the room, one female one 
appeared ; a strong, calm face, with steadfast eyes, and 
lips grown infinitely tender with the daily gospel of pa- 
jtience, hope, and consolation which they preached in 
words of motherly compassion. Still bathing and bind- 
ing up a shattered limb, she listened to the reading, 
though her heart stood still to hear, and her face flushed 
and paled with the rapid alternations of hope and fear. 
Presently the one audible voice paused suddenly, and a 
little stir ran through the group as the reader stole an 
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aaxious glance at tho woman. She saw it, divined il8 
meaning, and in an instant seemed to have nerved herself 
for anything. Sponge and bandage dropped from her 
hands* a quick breath escaped her, and an expression of 
sharp anguish for a moment marred the composure of her 
countenance; but she fixed a tearless eye on Fisher, 
aflking, steadily, ^* 

^ Are my boys' names there ? " 

** Only one, ma'am, — only one, I do assure you ; and 
he's merely lost an arm. That's better luck than half . 
of 'em have ; and now it's got to be a kind of an honor 
to wear an empty sleeve, you know," replied the old man, 
with a half-encouraging, half-remorseful look, as he con 
siderately omitted to add the words, '^and seriously 
wounded in the right," to the line, ^' R. Stirling, left 
arm gone." 

A long sigh of thanksgiving left the mother^s lips; 
then, with one of the natural impulses of a strong char- 
acter, which found relief in action, she took up the roller 
and resumed her work more tenderly than ever, —-for in 
her sight that shattered arm was hor bojr's arm now^ — « 
only saying, with a face of pale expectancy, — 

^' Read on, Fisher : I have another son to keep or lose.** 

So swifl, so subtle, is the magnetism of human sym- 
piithy, that not a man in all that room but instantly for- 
got himself, his own anxieties, hopes, fears, and waited 
breathlessly for the utterance of that other name. Several 
sat upright in their beds to catch the good or evil tidings 
in the reader's face ; one dying man sighed softly, irom 
the depths of a homesick heart, ^^ Lord, keep him for his 
mother I" and the standing group drew closer about 
Fisher, peering; over his shoulder, that younger, keener 
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eyes might read the words, and warn him lest they left 
his lips too suddenly for one listener's ear. 

Slowly name afler name was read, and the long list 
drew near its end. A look of relief already settled ui)on 
some countenances, and one friendly fellow had turned to 
nod reassuringly at the mother, when a hand clutched 
Fisher's shoulder, and with a start he stopped short il 
the middle of a word. Mrs. Stirling rose up to receive 
the coming hlow, and stood there mute and motionless, a 
figure 8o full of patlietic dignity that many eyes grew 
yery dim. A gesture siguiiied her wish, and, with choked 
voice and trembling lips, poor Fisher sofUy read the brief 
record that one word made so terrible, — 

" R. SUrling, dead." 

" Give me the paper." 

A dozen hands were outstretched to serve her ; and, as 
she took it, trying to teac^li herself that the heavy tidings 
were not false, several caps were silently swept off, — an 
involuntary tribute of respect to that great grief from 
rough yet tender-) learted men who had no words to offer. 

The hurried eutrance of a surgeon broke tlie heavy 
silence ; and his brisk voice jarred on every <»r, as he 
•zclaimed, — 

*^ Grood-by, boys I Tm off to the front. God bless 
me ! what's the matter?" 

^^ Bad news for Mrs. Stirling, sir. Do speak to her : 
I can't," whispered Fisher, with two great tears running 
down his waistcoat. 

There was no time to speak ; three words had roused 
her from the first stupor of her sorrow, and down the 
long room she went, steady and strong again, straight U 
the surgeon, saying, briefly, — 
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•* To the front? Wlien do you go?** 

^ Id half an hour. What can I do for you?^ 

" Take me with you.'* 

** Mrs. Stirling, it is impossible," began the asU>nishod 
gentleman. 

** Nothing is impossible to me. I must find my boys, 
— one living and one dead. For God's sake don't deny 
me this I " 

She stretched her hands to him imploringly ; she made 
as though she would kneel down before him ; and hor 
stricken face pleaded for her more eloquently than her 
broken words. 

Dr. Hyde was an army surgeon ; but a man's heart 
beat warm behind his bright buttons, unhardened by all 
the scenes of suffering, want, and woo through whicli he 
had been passing for three memorable years. Now it 
yearned over this poor mother with an almost filial pity 
and afiection, as ho took the trembling hands into his 
own and answered, earnestly, — 

*^ Heaven knows I would not deny you if it were safe 
and wise to grant your wish. My dear lady, you have -^ 
no conception of the horrors of a battle-ifeld, or the awful 
scenes you must witness in going to the front. These 
hasty lists are not to be relied upon. Wait a little, and 
let me look for your sons. On my soul, I promise to do 
it as faithfully as a brother." 

^^ I cannot wait. Another week of such suspense would 
kill me. Yon never saw my boys. I do not even know 
which is living and which is dead. Then how can you 
look for tliem as well as I ? Yon would not know the 
poor dead face among a hundred ; you would not recog- 
nize the familiar voice even in the ravings of pain or the 
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din and darkness of those dreadful transports. I omi 
bear anything, do anjthingy go anywhere, to find my 
boys. Oh, sir, by the love you bear your mother, I im- 
plore you to let me go 1 '' 

The look, the tone, the agony of supplication, made 
her appeal irresistible. 

^' You shall/' replied the doctor, decidedly, putting all 
objections, obstacles and dangers out of sight. *^ FU 
delay one hour for yov> Mrs. Stirling.'' 

Up she sprang, as if endowed with the spirit and ao> 
tivity of a girl ; hope, courage, gratitude, shone in her 
eyes, flushed warm across her face, and sounded in her 
eager voice, as she said, hurrying from the room, ^ 

^' Not an instant for me. Go as you first proposed. T 
shall be ready long before the time." 

She was : for all her thought, her care, was for her 
boys, not for herself; and, when Dr. Hyde went to seek 
her in the matron's room, that busy woman looked up 
from the case of stores she was unpacking, and answered, 
with a sob, — 

" Poor soul ! she's waiting for yon in the hall." 

News of her ]<f8s and her departure had flown through 
the house ; for no nurse there was so beloved and honored 
as *^ l^Iadum Stirliug," as the stately old ludy was called 
Bmong the boys; and when the doctor led her to the 
ambulance, it was through, a crowd of wan and crippled 
creatures gathered there to see her off. Many eyes fol 
lowed her, many lips blessed her, many hands were out- 
stretched for a farewell grasp ; and, as the ambulance 
went clattering away, old Fisher gave expression to tlif 
general feeling, when he said, with an air of solemn con 
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vietion in almost ludicrous contrast to Uie emotional coo 
tortions of his bro¥m countenance, — 

^' She'll find 'em ! It's borne in upon me uncommon 
strong that the Lord won't rob such a woman of her 
sons, — bless her stout heart I so give her a cheer, boys, 
and then clear the way ! " 

They did give her a cheer, a right hearty one, — though 
Ihe voices were none of the strongest, and. nearly as many 
crutches as caps were waved in answer to tlie smile she 
sent them as she passed from sight. 

It was not a long journey that lay before her, yet to 
Mrs. Stirling it seemed interminable ; for a heavy heart 
went with her, and, through all the hopeful or despond- 
ent thoughts that haunted her, one unanswerable question 
continually sounded, like a sorrowful refrain, — **^One 
killed, one wounded. Which is living? which is dead?" 

All along the road they went two streams of life con- 
tinually flowed, in opposite directions : one, a sad proces- 
sion of suffering humanity passing hospital, or home- 
ward, to live or die, as Heaven willed ; the other, an 
almost equally sad procession of pilgrims journeying to 
the battle-field, to find their wounded or to weep their 
dead, — men and women, old and young, rich and poor, 
all animated by a spirit which made them as one great 
family, through the same costly sacrifice, the same sore 
affliction. It was well for Mrs. Stirling that the weary 
way was a little shortened, the heavy hours a little light- 
eued, for her, by the companionship of others bent on a 
like errand. In this atmosphere of general anxiety and 
excitement, accustomed formalities and reserves were for- 
gotten or set aside ; strangers spoke freely to each other ; 
women confidingly asked and grateiully received the 
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ehiYalrons protection of men, and men yearning for sym* 
pathj always found it ready in the hearts and eyes of 
women as they told their sorrows and were comforted. 
Many brief tragedies were poured into Mrs. Stirling's 
ear; more than one weaker nature leaned upon her 
strength ; more than one troubled soul felt itself calmed 
by the pious patience which touched that worn and ven- 
erable countenance with an expression which made it ao 
auconscious comfort to many eyes ; and in seeing, sol- 
acing the woes of others, she found fresh courage to sus- 
tain her own. 

They came at last, with much difficulty and many de- 
lays, to the little town in and along which lay nine thou- 
sand dead, and nearly twenty thousand wounded men. 
Although a week had not yet passed since the thunder of 
the cannon ceased, the place already looked like the vast 
cemetery which it was soon to become ; for, in groves 
and fields, by the roadside and along the slopes, wherever 
they fell, lay loyal and rebel soldiers in tlie shallow graves 
that now are green. The long labor of interment was 
but just begun ; for the living appealed more urgently to 
both friend and stranger, and no heart was closed, no 
hand grew weary, while strength and power to aid re- 
mained. All day supply wagons and cars came full and 
departed empty ; all day ambulances rolled to and fro. 
bringing the wounded from remoter parts of the wido 
battle-field to the raih'oad for removal to fixed hospitals 
elsewhere ; all day the relief-stations, bearing the blessed 
sign, '^ U. S. San. Com.,'' received hundreds of sufferers 
' into the shelter of their tents, who must else have laid 
waiting their turn for transportation in the burning July 
•un ; all day, and far into the night, red-Iianded surgeons 
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Btood at the rude tables, heart-sick and weary with their 
hard yet merciful Ubors, as shattered body after body 
was laid before them, while many more patiently, even 
cheerfully, awaited their turn; and all day mothers, 
wives, and widows, fathers, friends, and lovers, roamed 
the hills and valleys, or haunted the field-hospitals, search- 
bg for the loved and lost. 

I)r. Hyde was under orders ; but for many hours he 
neglected everything but Mrs. Stirling, going with her 
fix>m houses, tents, and churches, to bams, streets, and 
crowded yards ; for everywhere the wounded lay thick at 
autumn leaves, — some on bloody blankets, some on scat> 
tered straw, a few in cleanly beds, m^ny on the bare 
ground ; and if anything could have added to the bitter 
pain of hope deferred, it would have been the wistful 
glances turned on the new-comers from eyes that, seeing 
no familiar face, closed Again with a pathetic patience that 
wrung the heart. All day they searched ; but nowhere 
did the mother find her boys, nor any tidings of them ; 
and, as night fell, her companion besought her to rest 
from the vain search, and accept the hospitality of a 
friendly citizen. 

'^ Dear Mrs. Stirling, wait here till morning,*' the doc- 
tor said. ^^ I must go to my work, but will not till I 
know that you are safe ; for you can never wander here 
wlnae* I will send a faithful messenger far and wide, to 
make inquiries through the night, and hope to greet yov 
in the morning with the happiest news.'* 

She scarcely seemed to hear him, so intent was her 
mind upon the one hope that absorlied it. 

'^ 60 to your work, kind friend,** she said ; ^' the poor 
souls need you more than I. Have no fears for me* I 
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want neither rest nor food ; I onlj want my hojs ; and I 
mnat look for them both day and night, lest one hour of 
idleness should make my coming one hour too late. I 
shall go back to the station. A constant stream of 
wounded men is passing there ; and, while I help and 
comfort ihem, I can see that my boys are not hurried 
away while I am waiting for tliem here/' 

He let her have her will, well knowing that for sud^ 
as she there was no rest till hope came, or exluiusted 
nature forced her to pause. Back to the relief-station 
ihey went, and, while Dr. Hyde dressed wounds, issued 
orders, and nuide diligent inquiry among the throngs that 
came and went, Mrs. Stirling, with other anxious yet 
hopeful, helpful women, moved about the tents, preparing 
nourishment for the men, who came in faster than they 
could be served. Through tlie whole night she worked, 
lifting water to lips too parched to syllable the word, 
wetting wounds unbandaged for days, feeding famished 
creatures who had lain suffering in solitary places till 
some minister of mercy found and succored them, whis 
pering words of good cheer, and, by the cordial comfort 
of her presence, sending many a poor soul on his way 
rejoicing. But, while she worked so tirelessly for others, 
she stin hungered for her children, and would not be 
comforted. No ambulance came rumbling from the field 
that she did not hurry out to scan the new-comers with 
an eye that neither darkness nor disguise could deceive ; 
not a stretcher with its helpless burden was brought in 
that she did not bend over it with the blessed cup of water 
in her hand, and her poor heart fluttering in her breast ; 
and often, among the groups of sleepers that lay every<- 
where« there went a shadowy figure through the night* 
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taniing the lantern's glimmer on each pallid face ; uat 
nowhere did Rick or Bob look back at her with the glad 
cry, " Mother 1 " 

At dawn, Dr. Hyde came to her. With difficulty did 
he prevail upon her to eat a morsel and rest a little, while 
he told her of his night's attempts, and spoke cheerfully 
of the many mishaps, the unavoidable disappointmentu 
and delay, of such a quest at such a time and place. 

'^ We have searched the towni ; and Blake and Snow 
will see that no Stirling loaves by any of the trains 
to-day. But the hospitals on the outskirts still remain 
for us, — besides the heights and hollows; for, on a 
battle-field like this, many men might lie unfound for 
days while search was going on about tliem. I have a 
wagon here, — a rough affair, but the best I can get ; 
and, if you will not rest, let us go together, and look 
again for these lost sons of yours.** 

They went ; and for another long, hot, summer day 
looked on sights that haunted their memories for years, 
listened to sounds that pierced their souls, and with each 
hour felt the weight of impotent compassion weigh heavier 
and heavier upon their hearts. Various and conflicting 
rumors, conjectures, and relations from the comrades of 
the brothers perplexed the seekers, and augmented the 
difficulties of their task. One man affirmed that he saw 
both Stirlings fall ; a second, that both were taken pris* 
oners ; a third, that he had seen both march safely away ; 
and a fourth, that Richard was mortally wounded and 
Robert missing. But all agreed in their admiration for 
the virtue and the valor of the brothers, heartily wishing 
their mother success, and unconsciously applying, by their^ 
commendations) the only balm that could mitigate her 
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pain. Up and down, from dawn till dusk, went the heaTy> 
hearted pair ; hut evening came again, and still no sure 
intelligence, no confirmed fear or happy meeting, light- 
ened the terrible uncertainty that tortured them. 

^^ Dear madam, we have done all that human patience 
and perseverance can do. Now, leave your boys in 
God's hand, and let me care for you as if you were my 
mother," said the compassionate doctor, as they paused, 
dusty, jaded, and dejected, at the good citizen's hospitable 
door. 

Mrs. Stirling did not answer him. She sat there, an 
image of maternal desdiatioti, her hands locked together 
on her knee, her eyes fixed and unseeing, and in her face 
a still, wlilte anguish piteous to see. With gentlest 
constraint, her friend led her in, laid the gray head down 
upon a woman's breast, and left her to the tender care 
of one who had known a grief like hers. 

For hours she lay where kind hands placed her, phys- 
ically spent, yet mentally alert as ever. No passing 
face escaped her, no sound fell unheeded on her ear, no 
movement of those about her was unobserved : yet she 
neither spoke, nor stirred, nor slept, till midnight gath- 
ered cool and dark above a weary world. Then a brief 
lapse into unconsciousness partially repaired the ravages 
those two hard days had wrought. But even when the 
exhausted body rested, the unwearied soul continued its 
sad quest, and in her dreams the mother found her boys. 
So vivid was the vision, that she suddenly awoke to find 
herself thrilled with a strange joy, trembling with a 
strange expectancy. She rose up in her bed, she put 
^ away her fallen hair, fast whitening with sorrow's frost, 
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and held hor breath to listen ; for a cry, urgent, implor* 
ing, distant, yet near, seemed ringing through the room. 

From without came the ceaseless nimble of arnbu* 
lances and the tread of hunying feet ; from within, the 
sound of women weeping for their dead, and the low 
moaning of a brave officer fast breathing his life away 
uix>n his young wife's bosom. No voice spoke, that 
human ear could hear ; yet through the mysterious hush 
that fell upon her in Uiat hour, her spirit heard an 
exceeding bitter cry, — 

^^ Mother 1 mother I come to me I '^ 

like one possessed by an impulse past control, she 
left her bed, flung on her garments, seized the little store 
of comforts untouched till now, and, without sign or 
sound, glided like a shadow from the house. 

The solemn peace of night could not so soon descend 
upon those hills again; nature's tranquillity had been 
rudely broken ; and, like the suffering humanity that 
cumbered her wounded breast, she seemed to moan in 
her troubled sleep. Lights flashed from hill and hoUow, 
some fixed, some wandering, — all beacons of hope to 
the living or funeral torches for the dead. Many feet 
went to and fro along the newly-trodden paths ; dusky 
igures flitted everywhere, and sounds of suffering filled 
the night-wind with a sad lament. But, upheld by a 
power beyond herself, led by an instinct in which she 
placed blind faith, and unconscious of doubt, or weari- 
ness, or fear, the solitary woman walked undaunted and 
unscathed through that Valley of the Shadow of Death. 

Out from the crowded town she went, turning neither 
to the right nor left, up a steep path her feet had trodden 
once that day, straight to the ruined breastworks formed 
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of loose fragments of stoae, piled there by many hands 
whose earthly labor was already done. There, gathered 
from among the thickly-strewn dead, and shollered bj 
an awning till they could be taken lower, lay a score of 
men, blue coats and gray, side by side on the bare earth, 
equals now in courage, suffering, and patience. The 
one faitliful attendant who kept his watch alone was 
gone for water, that first, greatest need and comfort hk 
hours like those, and the dim light of a single lantern 
flickered through the gloom. Utter silence filled the 
dreary place, till from the remotest comer came a faint. 
Imploring cry, the more plaintive and piteous for being a ^ 
man's voice grown childlike in its weak wandering : ~^' 
, ^ ♦* Mother I mother I come to me I '* 

"Who spoke?'' 

A wonuiu's voice, breathless and broken, put the 
question ; a woman's figure stood at the entrance of the 
rude shelter; and when a wakeful sufferer answered, 
eagerly, ^^ Robert 8tij-ling, just brought in dying. For 
God's sake help him if you can," — a woman's face, 
transfigured with a sudden joy, flashed swiftly, silently 
before his startled eyes, to bend over one low bed, 
whence came the sound of tender speech, prayerful 
thanksgiving, and the strong sobbing of a man jvho in 
his hour of extremest need found solace and salvation in 
the dear refuge of his mother's arms. 



IV. 

TmcT were alone together, the mother and her one sou, 
after weeks of suffering and a long, slow journey, safely 
at home at last. Poor Bob was a piteous sight now, for 
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both anns wore gone, one at fhe dionlder, the other at 
the elbow; jet sadder than the maimed body was the 
altered face, for, though wan and wasted by much suffei^ 
ing, a strong soul seemed to look out at the despairing 
eyes, as if the captivity of helplessness were more than 
he could bear. A still deeper grief cast its shadow over 
him, making the young man old before his time, for day 
and night his heart cried out for his brother, as if the tie 
between the twin-bom could not be divided even by 
death. This longing, which the consolations of neither 
tenderness nor time could appease, was now the only 
barrier to his recovexy. Vainly his mother assured him 
that Richard's death had been confirmed by more than 
one account ; vainly she tried to comfort him by hopeful 
reminders of a glad reunion hereafter, and endeavored to 
rouse him by appeob to his filial love, telling him that he 
was her all now, and imploring him to live for his old 
mother's sake. He listened, promised, and tried to be 
resigned, but still cherished an unconquerable belief that 
Kchard lived, in spite of all reports, appearances, or seem- 
ing certainties. Asleep, he dreamed of him ; awake, he 
talked of him ; aud the hope of seeing him again in this 
world seemed the only thing that gave Rob patience and 
courage to sustain the burden which life had now become 
to him. 

^^Moiher, when shall I be freed from this dreadful 
bed ? ** be broke out, suddenly, as she laid down the book 
she had beea reculiug to deaf ears, and brushed away m 
lock of hair the tviud had blown across his forehead, for 
her watchful eye aud tireless hand spared him the pain 
of asking any service tliat recalled his loss. 

^^ Weeks yet, dear. It takes nature long to repair 
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8uch rents in her fine handiwork; bnt the vrounds an 
healing rapidly^ thanks to your temperate life and hardj 
frame.'' 

*^And yonr devoted care, most fiuthful of nurses,** 
added Bobert, turning his lips to the hand that had 
strayed caressingly from forehead to cheek. ^^ Do your 
best for me, mother, — and you can do more than any 
other in the world ; get me on my feet again as 80<>n as 
may be, and then, God willing, Til find Kck if he's 
above the sod." 

Mrs. Stirling opened her lips to remonstrate against 
the vain purpose, but, seeing the sudden color that lent 
the wan face a sembhince of health, hearing the tone of 
energy that strengthened the feeble voice, and remem-* 
bering how deep a root the hope had taken in the broth* 
er's heart, she silently resolved to let it sustain him if it 
could, undisturbed by a look or word of unbelief. 

'^ We will go together, Rob. My first search was sue* 
cessful ; Heaven grant my second may be so likewise. I 
will do my best ; and when I see you your old self again 
( shall be ready to follow anywhere." 

*^ My old self again I I never can be that, and why I 
was spared to be a burden to you while Rick was taken 
— no, not taken — I'll neither say nor think that. If he 
were dead I should either follow him or find comfort in 
the thought that he was at peace ; but he is alive, for 
day and night his spirit calls to mine, and I must answer 
it as you answered me when I cried to you in what I 
thought to bo my dying hour. Remember, mother, how 
many of our men were found after they were believed to 
to have been killed or taken. John King's grave was 
pointed out to his wife, you know ; aud» when she had 
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jdmost broken her poor heart over it, she went home, to 
find him waiting for her there. Why should not some 
such happy chance btfaU us? Let us believe and hope 
till we can do so no longer, and then I will learn sub* 
mission.'' 

His mother only answered with a gentler touch upon 
his head, for in her heart she believed that her son was 
dead. Perhaps the great fear of losing both had made 
the loss seem less when one was spared, or perhaps she 
thought that if either must go Richard was fittest for the / 
change, and the nearness she still felt to him made the) v;^ 
absence of his visible p res e nce less fceenlyielt than that 
of Robert would have been ; for, though as dear, he was 
not ^-spiritually akin to her as that stronger^ gentler 
son. 

^* Is Rose in town, mother? ** was the abrupt qvestioo 
that broke a momentary silence. 

*^ Tes, she is still here.'' 

" Does she know we have come?" 

** She cannot help knowing, when half the town has 
been trooping by with welcomes, messages, and giftt for 
you." 

ft* Do you think she will come to welcome us?" 

"Not yet, dear." 

"Ah I her pride will keep her away, you think?" 

** Her pity, rather. Rose has generous impulses, and, 
but for her mistaken education, would have been a right 
noble woman. She may be yet, if love proves strong 
enough to teach her the hard, though happy lesson, thai 
shall give her back to you again." 

"That can never be, mother. What woman could 
love such a wreck ; and what right have I to expef*t or 
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hope it, least of all from Boee? No, I am done witib 
love ; my dream has had a stem awakening ;. do not talk 
of the impossible to me/' 

His mother smiled the wise smile of one who under 
stood the workings of a woman's heart, and, knowing 
both its weakness and its strength, believed that all things 
arb possible to love. Perhaps some village gossip had 
breathed a hint into her ear which confirmed her hope ; 
or, judging another bj herself, she ventured to comfort 
her son by prophesying the return of the dream which he 
believed forever ended. 

^' I will leave that theme for a younger, more persuasive 
woman to discourse upon, when the hour comes in which 
you find that hearts do not always change with changing 
fortimes, that affliction often deepens affection, and when 
one asks a little pity one sometimes receives much love.** 

^^ I shall never ask either of Rose.** 

*' If she truly loves you there will be no need of ask- 
ing, Rob.'* 

His face brightened beautifully as he listened ; his eyes 
shone, and ho moved impetuously, as if the mere thought 
had power to lift and set hiin on his feet, a hale and 
happy man again. But weakness and helplessness held 
him down ; and, with a sharper pang than that of the 
half-healed wounds, he lay back, exclaiming with a bitter 
sigh,— 

'^ No hope of such a fate for me I I must be content 
with the fulfilment of my other longing, and think of poor 
Rick all the more because I must not think of Rose. 
Oh ! if my worst enemy should bring the dear lad home 
to me, Fd joyfully forgive, love, honor him for that one 
act" 



LOVK AND LOYALTY. 2Jfl 

Atf Robert 8}ioke with almost passioDate eamestneas, a 
siladow that had lain across the sunny threshold of the 
door vanished as noiselessly as it had come ; and unseen, 
unheard, Rose glided back into the green covert of the 
lane, saying within herself, as she hurried on, agitated 
iiy the mingled pain, pride and passion of the new-born 
purpose at her heart, — 

^' Tes, Mrs. Stirling, love tihaJH prove strong enough to 
make me what I should be, and Robert shall yet forgive 
and honor me ; for, if human power can do it, I will 
bring his brother home to him." 

Completely absorbed by the design that had taken poe- 
aession of her, she hastened back, thinking int^itly as 
the went ; and, when she called her one faithful servant 
to her« all her plans were laid, her resolution fixed, and 
every moment seemed wasted till the first step was taken, 
for now her impetuous spirit could not brook delay. 

** Jupiter, I am going to Washington in the morning, 
and shall take you with me — so be ready,'' was the 
rapid order issued to the astonished old man, who had no 
answer to make, but the usual obedient — *^ Yes, missis.*^ 

*^ I am going to look for Mrs. Stirling's son, the one ^ ^ 
Who is supposed to be dead." 

*^ Lors, missis, he is dead, shore, — ain't he ? " 

^ I intend to satisfy myself on that point, if I search 
the prisons, camps, hospitals, and graveyards, from Get- 
^burg to Richmond. I have strength, courage, money, 
and some power, and what better use can I make of them 
than to look for this good nei^bor, and ease the hearts 
of those who love him best. Gro, Jupe, tell no one of 
my purpose, make ready in all haste, and be sure I will 
reward you well if you serve me faithfuUy now." 
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** Yes, miflsifl, — joa maj 'pend on ma.^ 

At dawn they were away, the joxmg mistreM and 
her old alaye. No one knew whj thej had gone, nor 
whither; and village rumor said Miss Rose had left 
■0 suddenly hecause young Stirling and his mother 
bad come home. When Mrs. Stirling beard of the 
departnre, her old eyes kindled with indignation, while 
her Toioe trembled with grief, as she said to her 
son, — 

*' I am bitterly disappointed in her ; think of her no 
more. Bob.** 

But Robert turned his face to the waU, and neither 
' spoke nor stirred for many hours. 

In ancient times, young knights went out to defend 
distressed dames and free imprisoned damsels ; but, in 
our day, the errantry is reversed, and many a strong* 
hearted woman goes journeying up and down the land, 
bent on delivering some beloved hero from a captivity 
more terrible than any the old legends tell. Rose was 
now one of tlicse ; and, though neither a meek Una nor 
a daimtlefls Britomart, she resolutely began the long quest 
which was to teach her a memorable lesson, and make a 
loyal woman of the rebel beauty. 

At first she haunted hospitals; and, while her heart 
was wrung by the sight of every form of suffering, she 
marked many things that sunk deep into her memory, 
and forced it to bear testimony to the truth. She saw 
Confederate soldiers lying side by side with Union men, 
as kindly treated, almost as willingly served, and twice 
conquered by those who could smite hard like valiant 
soldiers, and then lift up their fallen enemy like Christian 
gentlemen. This sight caused her to recall otiier scenes 
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Id other hospitals, where lojal prisoners laj perlsliing for 
help, while rebels close hj were cherished with every 
demonstration of indulgent care bj men and women, 
who not only hardened their hearts against the sadder 
snfferers, but found a cruel pleasure in tormenting them 
by every deprivation and indignity their hatred ecuU 
devise. She had seen a woman, beautiful and jouug, go 
through a ward leaving fruit, flowers, delicate food and ^ 
kind words behind her, for every Southern man that lay 
there ; then offer a cup of water to a Northern soldier, 
and as the parched lips opened eagerly to receive th^ 
blessed draught, she flung it on the ground and went her 
way with a scornful taunt. This picture was in Rose's 
mind as she stood in a Washington hospital, bj tha 
death-bed of a former neighbor of her own, hearing the 
fervent thanks uttered with the last breath he drew, 
watching the sweet-faced nurse close the weary eyes, 
fold the pale hands, and then forgetting everything but 
the one fact^ that some woman loved and mourned the 
lost rebel, she ^' kissed him for his mother,'* while Rose 
turned away with full heart and eyes, never again to 
speak contemptuously of Northern men and women. 

She visited many battle-fields and graveyards, where 
the low mounds rose thickly everywhere, and an armj 
of brave sleepers lay awaiting the call to Grod's great 
review. Here, too, despite the dreary task before her, 
and the daily disappointment that befell her, she could not 
but contrast the decent burial given to dead enemies 
with the sacrilegious brutality with which her friends 
often tried to rob death of its sanctity by mutilation, 
burning, butdiery, and the denial of a few feet of earth 
to cover some poor body which a brave soul had ennobled 
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bj its marijidom. Seeing these things, she could not 
but blush for those whom she once had blindlj honored ; 
could not but heartily respect those whom she once had 
as blindly distrusted and despised. 

She searched many prisons ; for, when neither eloqceuce 
DOT beauty could win its way, money proved a golden key, 
And let her in. Here, as elsewhere, the same strong con- 
trast was forced upon her ; for, while one side fed, clothed, 
and treated their conquered with courteous forbearance, 
often sending them back the richer and better for their 
sojourn, the other side robbed, starved, tormented, and 
often wantonly murdered the helpless victims of the 
chances of war, or returned them worn out witli priva- 
tion and neglect to die at home, or to endure the longer 
captivity of strong souls pent in ruined bodies. And 
Rose felt her heart swell with indignant grief and shame, 
as she came out into the free world again, finding the 
shadow of prison-bars across its sunshine, hearing the 
sighs of long-suffering men in every summer wind, and 
fully seeing at last how black a blight slavery and 
treason had brought upon the land she loved. 

She went to Hospital Directories, those kindly insli- 
tated intelligence ofiices for anxious hearts, and there 
she saw such sorrowful scenes, yet heard such cheerful, 
courageous words, that sympathy and admiration con* 
tended for the mastery in the Southern woman's breaet* 
She heard an old mother say proudly, as she applied for 
a pass, ^^ I have had seven sons in the army ; three are 
dead, and two are wounded, but I'm glad my boys went.** 
She saw a young wife come to meet her husband, and 
learn that he was waiting for her in his coffin; but 
though her heart was broken, there was no murmuring 
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at the heavy loss, no bitter denuDciation of thi>sc who 
had made her life bo desolate, only a sweet subniifrsion, 
and sustaining consolation in the knowledge Uiat the 
great sairifice had been freely made, and the legacy of 
an honorable name had been bequeathed to the babj at 
her breast. Lads came asking for fathers, and whether 
tliey found them dead or wounded, the spirit of patrioti^ 
ism burned undiminished in their enthusiastic hearts^ 
and each was eager to fill the empty place, uudau it^^d 
by pain and peril of the life. Old nven mingled, with 
their teai'less lamentations for lost sons, their own re- 
grets that they too could not shoulder guns, and fight the 
good fight to the end. 

All these loyal demonstrations sunk deeply into Rose's 
soflened heart, and in good time bore fruit ; for now she 
began to think within herself, ^'Surely, a war which 
does so much for a people, making women glad to give 
their best and dearest, men eager to lay down their lives, 
BtreDgthening, purifying, and sustaining all, must be a 
holy war, approved by God, and sure of victory in tlie 
end." The last touch needed to complete the work of 
regeneration was yet to come ; but slowly, surely this 
long discipline made her ready to receive it. 

Her search, meanwhile, had not proved fruitless, for 
afier many disappointments one fact was established 
beyond doubt : Richard Stirling was not killed at Grettys- 
burg. By the merest chance she met, in one of the 
Union hospitals which she visited, a rebel lieutenant who 
told her that the same shell wounded both Stirling and 
himself, and when the first attack was repulsed, that 
Richard was taken prisoner, and sent to the rear with 
others of his regiment. An hour later, the lieutenant 
16 
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hiniMlf waa taken bj our men when thej retained to 
the charge ; but whether Stirling lived or died he coold 
jiot tell : probably the latter, being Beverelj wounded in 
Jiead and chest. 

rhe smile, the tlianks Rose gave in return for those 
good tidings, and the comforts she gratefuUj provided, 
would have made captivity dangerously alluring to the 
young lieutenant had she remained. But armed with 
this intelligence she went on her way rejoicing, eager to 
trace and follow the army of prisoners that had gone 
southward. Weeks had been consumed in her search, 
and already rumors of the horrors of the Libby Prison- 
bouse and Belle Island had disturbed and shocked the 
North. Haunted with woful recollections of all the 
varied sufferings she had seen, her imagination pictured 
Richard weak and wounded, shivering and starving, 
while she waited with full hands and eager heart to save, 
and heal, and lead him home. Intent on reaching Rich* 
mond, she besieged officials in high places as well as low, 
money (lowed like water, and every faculty was given to 
the work. It seemed as if she had undertaken an impossi- 
bilty ; for though all pitied, tried to help, and heartily 
admired the beautiful brave woman, no one could serve 
her as she would be served ; and she began to exercise 
her fertile wit in devising some way in which she could 
attain her object by stratagem, if all other means should 
fiul. 

Waiting in her carriage, one day, at the door of a 
helpful friend's office, while Jupe carried up a message, 
she was startled from an anx/ous reverie by the sudden 
appearance of an agitated black countenance at the wi» 
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dom, and the sound of an incoherent voice, exclaiming, 
between laughter and tears, — 

^* Oh, bress de Lord, and sing haUylujer ! Fse foun* 
her ! Tse ioun' her ! Doesn't jer know me, Missy Rose? 
Fse old June, and Fse run away ; but I doesn't here 
DKifiin what comes ob me ef miasy'll jes' lem me see my 
poio ole man once more/' 

To Juno's infinite surprise, no frown appeared upon 
the &ce of her young mistress, and no haughty repri« 
mand foUowed the recognition of the half-ludicrous, lialf- 
pathotio tatterdemalion who addressed her, but a whiter 
hand was put forth to draw the new-comer in, and the 
familiar voice answered with a friendliness never heard 
before, — 

** Jupe is safe, and you shall see him soon. Come in, 
you poor old soul, come in.** 

In bundled the delighted creature, and began to teU 
her story, but stopped in the middle to dart out again, 
and fall upon the neck of the bewildered Jupiter, as he 
came soberly up to deliver his message. Fortunately it 
was a quiet street, else that tumultuous meeting might 
have been productive of discomfort to all parties ; for the 
old couple wept, laughed, and sung, — went down upon 
their knees to thank Heaven, — got up to embrace, and 
dance, and weep again, in a perfect abandonment of 
gratitude, affection and delight. When Rose could 
make herself heard, she bade them both enter the car 
riage ; then drawing down the curtaias, and ordering tlie 
coachman to drive slowly round the square, she let the 
reunited husband and wife give free veut to their em<H 
tioud, till from sheer weariness they grew calm again. 

** We hopes missis will 'sense us actin' so wild, bol 
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'^>ear8 like vr9 couldn't help it, comin' so beiy sudden an 
nndispecied/' apologised Jupe, wiping away the last ef 
his own and Juno's tears with the same handkerchief^ 
which, very properly, was a miniature stasraspangled 
banner. * " ** 

— But Rose's own eyes were wet ; and in her sight thers 
was nothing unlovely or unmannerly in that natural out- 
break of affection, for she had learned to feel for others 
now, and the same stem discipline which made her both 
strong and humble, taught her to see much that was true 
and touching in the spectacle of the gray heads bent 
towards each other ; the wrinkled faces shining with joy ; 
the hard hands locked together, as the childless, friend* 
less old pair found freedom, happiness, and rest for a 
moment in each other's arms. Like a true woman, Juno 
calmed herself first, that she might talk ; and, embold 
ened by the gracious change in her once imperious 
mistress, she told the story of her wanderings at length, 
not forgetting the chief incident of her long and lonely 
flight, the meeting with Robert Stirling. _ At the sound 
of his name, both Rose and Jupe exclaimed, and Juno 
was rapidly made acquainted with the mission which 
had brought them there. Deeply impressed with the 
eircumstance, and a sense of her own importance, the 
good soul entered heartily into the^matter, saying, with 
the pious simplicity of her race, ^- 

^* De ways oh de Lord is 'mazing 'sterious I but we's 
boun' to b'lieve dac Ho'U take special here ob dat dear 
chile, elseways we shouldn't hab ben brung togeddcr so 
cur'us. I tole de blessed gen'l'man I'd 'member him, and 
[ has ; I prayed ter be spared ter see his kine face agio, 
an' I was." 
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'* Where? when? Ok, Juno, 70a were Buielj sent to 
me in inj last extremity/' oried Bom, now trembliog 
with mterest and impatience. 

** It was dis way, missy. When dat dear genTmaa 
lef me I creeped on a piece, but was tuk sick, an* a kind 
iamly kep' me a long time. Den I come on agin bery 
slow, an' one day as I was gwine fhi a town, — Fse W 
de name, but it don't matter, — as I was gwine fm dal 
town, dere come a lot ob pris'ners frum Gettysbury, 
or some place like dat, a gwine to Richmun. Dear heart, 
honey, dey was an orfle sight, all lame, an' rags, an' hungry, 
an' de folks run out into de street wid bread ter feed urn. 
De guard was bery ugly, and wouldn't let de folks come 
nigh ter do it, so dey jes* fell back and frowed de viules 
ober de heads of dem rebs, and de pore souls cotchod it 
as ef it was de manny dey tells of in de Bible. I helped 
um ; yes, missy, I couldn't stay still noways, so I runned 
into a bake-shop wid some more women, and we stood in 
de winders and hev de bread down to de starvin' creeters 
in de street mighty hearty, you'm be shore ob dat. I 
had a big loaf in my ban', and was lookin' roun' for de 
staryinest man dar, when I saw de bery face dat looked 
so kine inter mine yonder by de spring. I tank de Lord 
Fd kep de name handy, fer I screeched right out, ' Oh, 
Ma3sa Stirlin' I Massa Stirlin' I dis yere's for yon wid 
my lub.' He looked up, ho 'membered me, he larfed aO 
over his pore thin face, jes' as he done de day I gib him 
de rose. Oh, missy ! he was hurted bad ; dey had tuk 
away his hat, and coat, and shoes, and I saw his head 
was tied up, and dere was a great red stain on de bosom 
ob his shirt, and he looked so weak and wore down dat 
I jes bus out cryin', and forgot all 'bout de bread till I 
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WBB gwine to wipe mj eyes wid it. Den I got mj witt 
fogedder and gib de loaf such a great chuck.dat I mos* 
fell out a winder, but he got it ; I sawed him break it in 
bite and gib em roun' to de pore boys side ob him« some 
wid no arms to grab wid, some too hurted to fight and 
run for it like de res. Den Fse fraid he won't had nuf 
for his self, so I gets more and fros it far, and he laHs 
out hearty like a boy, and calls to me, ^ I tank yer, ma'am. 
Ood bless yer I ' Dat set me cryin' agin, like a ole fool 
as I is, and when I come to dey was movin' on agin, and 
de las I see ob dat dear soul he was marchin' brave, wid 
de sun beatiu' down on his pore head, de hot sand burnin' 
his pore feet, and a sick boy hangin' on his arm. But 
fer all dat he kep lookin' back, noddin' and smilin' till 
dey was clean gone, and dcre was nuffin left but prayers 
and sobbin' all dat da} fer me." 

*' It is certain then that he has gone to Richmond ; I 
must follow. Jupe, what message did Mr. Norton send 
me ? " asked Rose, remembering her unanswered inquiry 
at last. 

^^ He bery busy, Missis, elseways he come down and 
see yer ; but he says dere's no gittin' any passes, and de 
only Vice he can gib, is dat you goes to 'Napolis and 
looks dere, kase dere's ben some pris'uerH fetched dere 
frum Belle Island, and dere's jes one chance dat Massa 
8tirlin' mought be 'mong em." 

*^ I'll go ! Jupe, order the man back to the hoteL 
There's not a moment to be lost," said Rose. 

^^ Oh, missy, lem me go wid you I " implored Juno. ^^ I 
knows I don't look bery spectable, but I'll follow on hind 
yer some ways : I'se good at nussin', I can pry ronn' io 
places whar a lady couldn't, and ef dat bressed genTmao 
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ftin't dar, FU jes go back and try to fetch him out ob da 
Ian' ob bondage like I did mjself." 

^^ Tou shall go, Juno, for without jou I should still be 
groping in the dark. Surely Heaven helps me, and I 
feel that I shall find him now." 

She did find Lim, but how? She went to Annapolis, 
where a hundred and eighty exchanged prisoners had 
just arrived, and entering the hospital, stood aghast at 
the sight before her. Men who for weeks had been con- 
fined on that desert waste, Belle Island, without shelter 
or clothing, almost without food, and no help, sick or 
well, lay there dead or dying firom starvation and neglecu 
Nurses, inured to many forms of suffering, seemed dii»- 
maycd at the awful spectacle of living skeletons famish- 
ing for food, yet too weak to tasto when eager hands tried 
to minister to them. Some were raving in the last stage 
of their long agony ; some were hopelessly insane ; many 
had died unconscious that they were among friends ; and 
others were too far gone to speak, yet dumbly grateful 
for the help that came too late. 

Heart-wrung and horror-stricken, Rose could only pray 
tliat she might not find Richard among these victims of a 
barbarous revenge which made her disown and denounce 
the cause she had clung to until then, and oppressed her 
with a bitter sense of remorse for ever giving it her alle> 
glance. As she stood struggling with a flood of thoughts 
and feelings too strong for utterance, old Juno, who had 
pressed on before her, beckoned with an eager hand. 
Going to her. Rose found her bending over the mournful 
ghost of a man who lay there like one dead, with hollow 
eyes fast shut, the pinched mouth breathless, the wasted 
limbs stiff and cold, and no trace of Richard Stirling vi» 
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ible, for the frightful emaciation, the long, neglected hair 
and beard, so changed him that his own mother might 
have passed by without a glance of recognition. 

^^ It is not he, Juno. Poor soul, poor soul I cover his 
face, and let him rest,^ sighed Rose, with tremulous lips, 
bending to laj her delicate handkerchief over the piteous 
face, one glance at which had made her eyes too dim for 
seeing, and seemed to utter a mute reproach, as if the 
loss of this life lay at her door. 

* *^ It it de dear boy, missy ; Fse shore ob it, fer see 
what I foim' in dis faded little bag dat lay on his heart, 
when I feeled to see if dere was any beat lef. Here's a 
- t!it ob gray har in a paper wid somefin wrote on it, an* 
he^re's de flowf^ I gib him. I knows it- by de red string 
]^ pulled out ob my old shawl to tie de posy wid. Ah, 
honey, I specks he smiled so when he tuk de rose, an' 
kep it, kase he tort ob you, and lubbed you bery dear." 

The little case and the dead flower fell from Rose's 
hand, as she read these words upon the worn paper that 
held the gray curl : ^^ For Rick from mother. May 10, 
1863 " ; and she laid her warm cheek down beside that 
^chilly one, crying through the heartiest, happiest teiirs 
she ever shed. 

** Oh, Richard, have I come too late? '* 

Something in the touch of tender lips, the magnetism 
of a living, loving heart, seemed to arrest the vrearj 
spirit in its flight, and call it back to life by the power of 
that passion which outlives death. 

*^ De heart's a beatin', and de href 's a comin', shore. 
Lif up his head, honey 1 Jupe, fan him bery kereful, 
while I gets a drop ob brandy down his frote, an' rubs 
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dese pore bans dat is all bones. Doiar boj, we's got yer, 
Def may go *way now I " 

Juno both worked and spoke as if the young nian were 
her son ; for she forgot all differences of rank, color, and 
condition, in her glad gratitude to nurse him like a 
mother. Rose laid the unconscious head upon hei 
boM>m, uid, brushing back the tangled hair, watched the 
bint flutter of the eyelids, as life came creeping back, 
and hope dawned again for both of tliem ; for she felt Ihat 
Richard's restoration would win Robert's pardon, and be 
her best atonement for the past. 

It was long before he was himself again, but Juno 
never left him, day or night ; Jupe was a sleepless, tire- 
less guard, and Rose ministered to him with heart as 
well as hand, seeming to hold death at bay by the sheer 
force of an indomitable will. He knew the forms about 
him, at last ; and the happiest moment of Rose's life was 
that in which he looked up in her face with ejea that 
blessed her for her care, and whispered feebly, — 

*^ I thought 1 had suffered much, but this atones for 
alir' 

After that, every hour brought fresh strength, and.- 
renewed assurances that the danger had gone by. At 
thiH point Juno discovered that her soul was stronger 
than her body, for the latter gave out, and Rose com- 
manded her to rest. 

^^ I need you no longer, for my work is nearly done,** 
she said. ^^ Jupe, I told yon that if you served me weD 
you should be rewarded, and I will keep my word. Thia- 
paper assures your freedom, and your wife's, forever ; this 
purse contains a little fortuLe, to keep you above want 
while you liv» Take the late gift, my good old Mend% 
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and forgiye me for the wrong I have done jou all these 
years." 

Rose's subdued jet earnest manner, and the magnitude 
of the gift, restrained the rapture of the old pair, which 
Ibund vent only in a demonstration that touched Rose 
more than a stream of thanks and blessings. Holding 
bst the precious paper that gave them freedom only at 
r life's close, they put back the money, feeling too rich in 
that other gift to fear want, and, taking one of the white 
hands in their black ones, they kissed them, wet tbim 
with grateful tears, and clung to them, imploring to be 
aUowed to stay with her, to serve her, love her, and be 
her faithful followers to the end. 

Much moved, she gave the promise ; and happier than 
any fabled king and queen of Olympus were the old 
freedman and his wife, when they went away to nurse 
each other for a little while, at their mistress's desire, 
leaving her to tend the '^ General," as Jupe insisted upon 
calling Richard, laboring under a delusion that, be* 
cause he had suffered much, he must have received honor 
and promotion. 

Very quiet, useful hours were those that followed, and 
these proved the sincerity of her amendment, by the seal 
with which she performed many a distasteful duty for 
Richard and his companions in misfortune, the patience 
with which she bore many discomforts, the energy with 
which she met and conquered all obstacles to the fulfil- 
ment of her purpose. Unconsciously Richard did more 
for her than she for him: because, though unseen, his 
work was both more difficult and more enduring than her 
own. She nursed and nourished an exhausted body; 
he, by the influence of cliaracter, soothed and sustained 
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ail anzioos Bonl, helped Rose to fiod her better self, and, 
through the force of a fair example, mspired her with 
noble emulation. Thej talked much, at first : Sose was 
the speaker, and an eloquent one ; for Richard was yery 
like his brother, as she had last seen him, and she felt the 
charm of that resemblance. Then, as Richard gained 
strength, he loved to lie conversing upon many themes, 
too happj in her presence to remember the sad past, or to 
cherish a fear for the unknown future. Having lived a 
deep and earnest life of late. Rose found herself fitted to 
comprehend the deep and earnest thoughts that found 
expression in those confidential hours ; for if ever men 
and women are their simplest, sincerest selves, it is when 
sufiering softens the one, and sympathy strengthens the 
other. 

Often Rose caught a wistful look fixed on her face, as 
she read or worked beside her patient, in the little room 
now set apart for him, and she could not but interpret it 
aright, since the story of the rose had given her a key to 
that locked heart. Poor Richard loved her still, and was 
beginning to hope that Juno's wish might be fulfilled, for 
Rose seldom spoke of Rob, had shivered and turned 
pale when she told his great misfortune, and, man-like, 
Richard believed that her love had changed to pity, and 
might, in time, be given to Robert's unmarred counter 
part. He was very slow to receive this hope, very r» 
morseful when he thought of Rob, and very careful no^ 
to betray the troubled joy that was doing more towan* 
his recovery than any cordial that passed his lips. But, 
when the time came for them to think of turning home- 
ward, he felt that he could not meet his brother with any 
secret hidden in his heart ; and, with the courage that 
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was as Datural to him as his patience, he ended his sua* 
pense, and manfully went to meet his fate. 

Rose had been reading him to sleep one night, and 
fancying, from his stillness, that she had succeeded, she 
closed her book, and sat watching the thin face that looked 
so pale and peaceful in the shaded light that filled the 
room. Not long did she study it, for suddenly the clear 
eyes opened, and, as if some persistent thought found 
utterance, almost against his will, he asked, — 

'^ Rose, why did you come to find me?" 

She divined the true meaning of the look, the words, 
with a woman's instinct, and answered both with the 
perfect truth which they deserved. 

** Because your brother wanted you.** 

** For his sake you came for me? " 

" Yes, Richard." 

** Then, Rose, you — you love him still? " 

^^ How can I help it, when he needs me more than 
ever?" 

For a momcDt Richard's face changed terribly ; then 
something seemed to gush warm across his heart, send- 
ing a generous glow to cheek and forehead, banishing 
the despair from his eyes, and lending to his voice a 
heartiness unheard before. 

" Forgive me, Rose ; you are a nobler woman than I 
thought you. He does need you more than ever ; give 
him your whole heart, and help me to make his hard life 
happy." 

^^ I will — God bless my brother Rick I " and, bend- 
ing, Rose kissed him sofUy on the forehead, the only 
token that ever betrayed her knowledge of his love, the 
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only atonement she had it in her power to make him for 
his I088. 

Richard held the beantiful, beloved face dose to hia 
own an instant, then turned his head away, and Rose 
heard one strong, deep sob, bnt never any word of lam* 
entation or reproach. Too much moved to speak, yet 
too full of sympathy to leave him, she leaned her head 
upon the arm of the cushioned chair in which she sat, 
and soon forgot the lapse of time in thoughts both sweet 
and bitter. A light rustle and a faint perfome recalled 
her to the present ; and looking, without moving, she saw 
Richard's almost transparent hand hold the dead rose in 
the flame of the lamp until its ashes fluttered to the 
ground; she saw him watoh the last spark fade, and 
shiver as he glanced drearily about the room, as if all the 
warmth and beauty had died out of his life, leaving it 
very desolate and daxk ; she saw him turn toward her 
while his face grew clear and calm again, and, believing 
himself unseen, he lifted a little fold of her dress to his 
lips, as if he bade the woman whom he loved a long fare- 
well ; then he lay down like one spent with some sore 
struggle, which, though haidly fought, had been wholly 
won. 

At that sight Rose's tears fell fast ; and, long after 
Richard slept the sleep of utter weariness, she still sat 
there, with her head pillowed on her arms, keeping a 
vigil in which she consecrated her whole life to the ser» 
vice of that cause which, through many trials, had taught 
her a truer loyalty, a purer love. 



In the ruddy glow of an October sunset, Rose led 
Richard across the threshold of the dear old homei and 
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gave Lim to his nuHfaer^s aims. At iint, a joyful tamnlt 
rei«rued ; then, as the wonder, gratitude, and joy sub- 
sided, all turned to Rose. She stood apart, silently re- 
ceiving her reward ; and, though worn and weary with 
her long labor, never had she seemed so beautiful aa 
iheu ; for the once proud eyes were grown sweetly 
humble, the serenity of a great content shone in her face^ 
and a fine blending of gentleness and strength gave the 
crowning grace to one who was now, in truth, a '* right 
noble woman." 

The mother and her sons regarded her in silence for a 
moment, and silently she looked back at them with a 
glance, a gesture that said more eloquently than any 
words : ** Forgive me, love me, and forget the past/' Mrs. 
Stirling opened her arms, and Rose clung to that moth- 
erly bosom, feeling that no daughter could be dearer 
than she was now, that all her pain and penitence was 
known, and her reward secure at last. 

** Rose, I have but one thing precious enough to give 
you in return for the great service you have so beautifully 
conferred upon me. If I read your heart aright, this is 
the prize for which you have striven and suffered ; and, 
loving you the dearer for your constency, I freely give 
one-half my treasure to your keeping, sure that you will 
ifhid life richer, happier, and better for your devotion to 
^Ihe man you love." 

Rose understood her, — felt that the mother wished to 
prove the woman's pride, the lover's truth, — and well 
she stood the test ; for going straight to Robert, who had 
scarcely spoken, but whose eye had never left her since 
she came, she said, clearly and steadily, — too earnest 
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for maiden shame, too hmnble for false pride, too hope* 
fal for any fear, — 

*^ Robert, 70U once said yon would never ask either 
pity or love of me. Will you accept both when I offer 
them humbly, heartily, and tell you that all my happiness, 
my hopes, my peace, are now bound up in you? '' 

Poor Rob I he had no arms in which to receive her, 
no words wherewith to welcome her, for speech failed 
him when those tender eyes looked up into his own, an4 
she so generously gave him the desire of his life. He 
only bowed his head before her, deliciously oppressed 
with the happiness this double gift conferred. Rose read 
his heart, and with a loving woman's skill robbed the mo- 
ment of all its bitterness and left only its sweetness ; for, 
putting both arms about his neck, she whispered like a 
pleading child, — 

^' Dear, let me stay ; I am so happy here I ** 

There was but one answer to that appeal ; and as it 
was given, Mrs. Stirling turned to beckon Richard from 
the room, glad to have him all her own again. He had 
already stolen out, and standing in the autumn sunshine, 
looked across the quiet river with a countenance as cheer* 
ful as the sunshine, as tranquil as the stream. His 
mother scanned his face with a searching yet sorrowful 
eye, that dimmed with sudden dew as, reading its signii* 
cance, her son met it with a glance that set her anxie^ 
at rest. 

^^ Have no fears for me, mother ; I have fought my 
double fight, and am freed from my double captivity. 
The lost love is not dead, but sleeping, never to waken 
m tills world, and its grave is growing green.** 

^^ Ah, my good son, the world will see Rob's sacriiloet 
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and honor him for it, bat yours is Uie greater one, for 
through many temptations you have been loyal, both to 
your country and yourself. God and your mother love 
and honor you for that, although to other eyes you seem 
to stand forgotten and alone.** 

But Richard drew the gray head tenderly, reverently 
down upon his breast, and answered, with the cheerful 
smile unchanged, — 

'* Never alone while I have you, mother.** 



A MODERN CINDERELLA; 
OR, THE LITTLE OLD SHOE. 



HOW IT WAS LOST. 

AMONG green New-England hills stood an ancient 
house, many-gabled, mossy-roofed, and quaintly 
built, but picturesque and pleasant to the eye; for a 
brook ran babbling through the orchard that encompassed 
it about, a gai^en-plot stretched upward to the whisper- 
ing birches on the slope, and patriarchal elms stood sen- 
tinel upon the lawn, as they had stood almost a century 
ago, when the Revolution rolled that way and found 
them young. 

One summer morning, when the a.f was full of conn* 
try sounds, — of mowers in the meadow, bUckbirds by 
tlie brook, and the low of cattle on the hill-side, the old 
house wore its cheeriest aspect, and a certain humble 
history began* 

"Nanl" 

"Yes,DL'' 

And a head, brown-locked, blue-eyed, sofUfeatored, 
looked in at the open door in answer to the calL 

^* Just bring me the third volume of ^ Wilhelm Meis* 
tor,* there's a dear. It's hardly worth while to rouse such 
a restless ghost as I, when Tm once fairly laid,'' 

(357) 



d^S CAMP AND PIRBSIDS STORIES. 

As she spoke, Di poshed op her black braids, thoinped 
the pillow of the couch where she was lying, aod with 
eager eyes went down the last page of her book. 

*-Nan!^ 

^^ Yes, Laura,^ replied the girl, coming bat^ with the 
third volume for the literary cormorant, who took it with 
a nod, still too intent upon the ^^ Confessions of a Fair 
8aint *' to remember the failings of a certain plain sinner. 

^' Don't forget the Italian cream for dinner. I depend 
opon it ; for it's the only thing fit for me this hot weather.** 

And Laora, the cool blonde, disposed the folds of her 
white gown more gracefully about her, and touched up 
the eyebrow of the Minerva she was drawing. 

"Little daughter 1" 

"Yes, father.'* 

" Let me have plenty of clean collars in my bag, for I 
must go at three ; and some of you bring me a glass of 
cider in about an hour, — I shall be in the lower garden." 

The old man went away into his imaginary paradise, 
and Nan into that domestic purgatory on a summer day, 
— the kitchen. There were vines about the windows, 
sunshine on the floor, and order everywhere ; but it was 
haunted by a cooking-stove, that family altar whence such 
varied incense rises to appease the appetite of household 
gods, before which such dire incantations are pronoonced 
to ease Uie wrath and woe of the priestess of the fire, 
and about which often linger saddest memories of wasted 
temper, time, and toil. 

Nan was tired, having risen with the birds, hurried, 
having many cares those happy little housewives never 
know, and disappointed in a hope that hourly " dwindled, 
peaked, and pined." She was too young to make th« 
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aDziotts lines upon her forehead seem at home there* too 
patient to be burdened with the labor others should have 
shared, too light of heart to be pent up when earth and 
sky were keeping a blithe holiday. But she was one of 
that meek sisterhood who, thinking humbly of themselves, 
believe they are honored by being spent in the service of 
less conscientious souls, whose careless thanks seem 
quite reward enough. 

To and fro she went, silent and diligeut, giving the 
grace of willingness to every humble or distasteful task 
the day had brought her; but some malignant sprite 
seemed to have taken possession of her kingdom, for 
rebellion broke out everywhere. The kettles would boil 
over most obstreperously, — the mutton refused to cook 
witli the meek alacrity to bo expected from the nature of 
a siiecp, — the stove, with unnecessary warmth of tem- 
per, would glow like a fiery furnace, -■- the irons would 
scorcli, — the liucns would dry, — and spirits would £eul, 
tliough patience never. 

Nan tugged on, growing hotter and wearier, more 
hurried and more hopeless, till at last the crisis came ; for 
in one fell moment she tore her gown, burnt her hand, 
and smutched the collar she was preparing to finish in 
the most unexceptionable style. Then, if she had been 
a nervous woman, she would have scolded; being a 
gentle girl, she only ^^ lifted up her voice and wept.** 

*^ Behold, she watereth her linen with salt tears, and 
bewailcth herself because of much tribulation. But, lo I 
help Cometh from afar: a strong man bringcth lettuce 
wherewith to stay her, plucketh berries to comfort her 
withal, and clasheth cymbals that she may dance for joy." 

The voice oame from the porch, and, with her hope 



36o CAMP AND VIRBSIOB STOR2SS. 

fulfilled, Nan looked up to greet John Lord, the hocu^ 
firiend, who stood there with a basket on his arm ; and as 
she saw his honest eyes, kind lips, and helpful hands, the 
giri thought this plain joung man the comeliest, most 
welcome sight she had beheld that day. 

^ How good of 70U, to come through all this heat, and 
not to laugh at my despair I ** she said, looking up like a 
grateful child, as she led him in. 

** I only obeyed orders. Nan ; for a certain dear old 
lady had a motherly presentiment that you had got into 
a domestic whirlpool, and sent me as a sort of life pre- 
server. So I took the basket of consolation, and came 
to fold my feet upon the carpet of contentment in the 
tent of friendship.'* 

As he spoke, John gave his own gift in his mother^s 
name, and bestowed himself in the wide window-seat, 
where morning-glories nodded at him, and the old butter* 
nut sent pleasant shadows dancing to and fro* 

His advent, like that of Orpheus in Hades, seemed to 
soothe all unpropitious powers with a sudden spell. The 
fire began to slacken, the kettles began to lull, the meat 
began to cook, the irons began to cool, the clothes began 
to behave, the spirits began to rise, and the collar was 
finished ofi* with most triumphant success. John watched 
the change, and, though a lord of creation, abased him- 
self to take compassion on the weaker vessel, and was 
seized with a great desire to lighten the homely tasks 
that tried her strength of body and soul. He took a com- 
prehensive glance about the room; then, extracting a 
dish from the closet, proceeded to imbrue his hands in 
the strawberries' blood. 

'' Oh, John, you needn't do that ; I shaU have time 
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when Fye turned the meat, made the pudding, and done 
these things* See, I'm getting on finely now, — you're a 
judge of such matters ; isn't that nice?" 

As she spoke, Nan offered the polished absurdity foir. 
inspection with innocent pride, 

*^ Oh that I were a collar, to sit upon that hand I * 
sighed John ; adding, argumentatively, ^^ As to the 
berry question, I will merely say, that, as a matter of 
public safety, you'd better leave me alone ; for such is 
the destructiveness of my nature, that I shall certainly 
eat something hurtful, break something valuable, or sit 
upon something crushable, unless you let me concentrate 
my energies by knocking off* these young feUows' hats, 
and preparing them for their doom." 

Looking at the matter in a charitable light. Nan con- 
sented, and went cheerfully on Mrith her work, wondering 
how she could have thought ironing an infliction, and 
been so ungrateful for the blessings of her lot. 

*^ Where's Sally ? " asked John, looking vainly for the 
energetic functionary who usually pervaded that region like 
a domestic police-woman, a terror to cats, dogs, and men. 

** She has gone to her cousin's funeral, and won't be 
back till Monday. There seems to be a great fatality 
among her relations, for one dies, or comes to grief in 
some way, about once a month. But I don't blame poor 
Sally for wanting to get away from this place now and 
then. I think I could find it in my heart to murder an 
imaginary friend or two, if I had to stay here long." 

And Nan laughed so blithely, it was a pleasure to 
hear her. 

^* Where's Di?" asked John, seised with a most u» 
masculine curiosity all at once. 
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«^ She 18 in Germanj, with * Wilhelm Meister/ but, 
though ^ lost to Bight, to memory dear ' ; for I wa^ just 
thinking, as I did her things, how clover she is to like all 
kinds of books that I don't understand at all, and to write 
things that make me cry with pride and delight. Yes, 
she's a talented dear, though she hardly knows a needle 
from a crow-bar, and will make herself one great blot 
some of these days, when the * divine afflatus ' descends 
upon her, I'm afraid/' 

And Nan rubbed away with sisterly zeal at Di's forlorn 
hose and inky pocket-handkerchiefs. 

*^ Where is Laura? " proceeded the inquisitor. 

^^ Well, I might say that she was in Italy ; for she is 
copying some fine thing of Raphael's, or Michael Angelo's, 
or some great creature's or other ; and she looks so pic- 
turesque in her pretty gown, sitting before her easel, that 
it's really a sight to behold, and I've peeped two or three 
times to see how she gets on." 

And Nan bestirred herself to prepare the dish where* 
with her picturesque sister desired to prolong her artistic 
existence. 

^^ Where is your father?" John asked again, checking 
off each answer with a nod and a little frown. 

*^ He is down in the garden, deep in some plan about 
melons, the beginning of which seems to consist in stamp- 
ing the first proposition in Euclid all over the bed, snd 
then poking a few seeds into the middle of each. Why, 
bless the dear man I I forgot it was time for the cider. 
Wouldn't you like to take it to him, John ? He'd love 
to consult you ; and the lane is so cool, it does one's 
heart good to look at it." 

John glanced from the steamy kitchen to the shadowy 
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path, and answered, with a sodden aMomption of innnense 
industry, — 

** I couldn't possibly go, Nan, I've so much on my 
hands. You'll have to do it yourself. ^ Mr. Robert of 
Lincoln ' has something for your private ear ; and the 
laue is so cool, it will do one's heart good to see you in 
It. Give my regards to your father, and, in the words 
of ^ Little Mabel's ' mother, with slight variations* — 



«Tell the dear old body 
Thia day I cannot run» 

. I*or the pott are boiling over 
And the mutton ian*t done.*"* 



^* I will ; but please, John, go in to the girls and be 
comfortable ; for I don't like to leave you here," said Nan. 

^^ Tou insinuate that I should pick at the puddiug or 
skim the cream, do you? Ungrateful girl, leave me! " 
And, with melodramatic sternness, John extinguished 
her in his broad-brimmed hat, and offered the glass like 
a poisoned goblet. 

Nan took it, and went smiling away. But the lane 
might have been the Desert of Sahara, for all she knew 
of it ; and she would have passed her father as uncon- 
cernedly as if he had been an apple-tree, liad he not 
oalled out, — 

** Stand and deliver, little woman 1 " 

She obeyed the venerable highwayman, and followed 
him to and fro, listening to his plans and directions with 
a mute attention that quite won his heart. 

*^ That hop-pole is really an ornament now. Nan ; this 
sage-bed needs weeding, — that's good work for you girls 2 
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and, now I think of it, jou'd better water the lettoce in 
the oool of the evening, after Fm gone.'* 

To all of which remarks Nan gave her assent ; though 
the hop-pole took the likeness of a tall figure 8h<« had seen 
in the porch, the sage-bed, curiously enough, suggested 
a strawberry ditto, the lettuce vividly reminded her of 
certain vegetable productions a basket had brought, w4 
the bobolink only sung in his cheeriest voice, ^^Qfp 
home, go home I he is there I ** 

She found John, — having made a Freemason of him 
self, by assuming her little apron, — meditating over the 
partially spread table, lost in amaze at its desolate appea^ 
ance ; one-half its proper paraphernalia having been for* 
gotten, and the other half put on awry. Nan laughed 
till the tears ran over her cheeks, and John was gratified 
at the efficacy of his treatment ; for her face had brought 
a whole harvest of sunshine from the garden, and all her 
cares seemed to have been lost in the windings of the lane. 

^^ Nan, are you in hysterics ? ** cried Di, appearing, book 
m hand. ^^John, you absurd man, what are you doing ?" 

*< Fm helpin' the maid-of-all-work, please marm.** 
And John dropped a courtesy with his limited apron. 

Di looked ruffled, for the merry words were a covert 
reproach; and with her usual energy of manner and 
freedom of speech she tossed ^^Wilhelm^ out of the 
;rindow, exclaiming, irefully, — 

** That's always the way ; I'm never where I ought to 
be, and never think of anything till it's too late ; but it's 
all Goethe's fault. What does he write books full of 
smart ^ Phillinas ' and interesting ^ Meisters ' for? How 
can I be expected to remember that Sally's away, and 
people must eat, when I'm hearing the *• Harper ' and lit* 
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tlo 'Mignon'? John, how dare jou oome here and do 
my work, instead of shaking me and telling me to do it 
myself? Take that toasted child awaj, and fan her like 
a Chinese mandarin, while I dish up this dreadful diuner.** 

John and Nan fled like chaff hefore the wind, while 
Di, full of remorseful zeal, charged at the kettles, and 
wrenched off the potatoes' jackets, as if she were re- 
TCDgefully pulling her own hair. Laura had a vague 
intention of going to assist ; hut, getting lost among the 
lights and shadows of Minerva's helmet, forgot to appear 
till dinner had been evoked from chaos, and peace was 
restored. 

At three o'clock, Di performed the coronation ceremony 
with her father^s best hat ; Laura retied his old-fashioned 
neck-cloth, and arranged his white locks with an eye to 
saintly effect ; Nan appeared with a beautifully written 
sermon, and suspicious ink-stains on the fingers that 
slipped it into his pocket ; John attached himself to the 
bag ; and the patriarch was escorted to the door of his 
tent with the triumphal procession which usually attended 
his outgoings and incomings. Having kissed the female 
portion of Iris tribe, he ascended the venerable chariot, 
which received him with audible lamentation, as its 
rheumatic joints swayed to and fro. 

*^ Good-by, my dears ! I shall be back early on Mon* 
day morning ; so take care of yourselves, and be sure 
you all go and hear Mr. Emcrboy preach to-morrow. My 
regards to youi' mother, John. Come, Solon I " 

But Solon merely cocked one ear, and remained a fixed 
fiMSt; foi long experience had induced the philosophic 
boast to take for his motto the Yankee maxim,'^^ Be sure 
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you're right, then go ahead I ** He knew things were 
not right ; therefore he did not go ahead. 

^* Oh, by the way, girls, don't forget to iwy Tommy 
Mullein for bringing up the oow ; he expects it to-night. 
And, Di, don't sit up till daylight, nor let Laura stay out 
in the dew. Now, I believe, I'm off. Come, Solon I " 

But Solon only cocked the other ear, gently agitated 
hb mortified tail, as premonitory symptoms of departure, 
and never stirred a hoof, being well aware that it always 
took three ** comes " to make a ^* go." 

^*- Bless me 1 I've forgotten my spectacles. They are 
probably shut up in that volume of Herbert on my table. 
Very awkward to find myself without them ten miles 
away. Thank you, John. Don't neglect to water the 
lettuce, Nan, and don't overwork yourself, my little 
* Martha.' Come " 

At this juncture Solon suddenly went off at a trot, 
and the benign old pastor disappeared, humming ^^ He- 
bron" to the creaking accompaniment of the bulgy 
chaise. 

Laura retired to take her mesta; Nan made a small 
carhonaTo of herself by sharpening her sister^s crayons, 
and Di, as a sort of penance for past sins, tried her 
patience over a piece of knitting, in which she soon 
originated a somewhat remarkable pattern, by dropping 
every third stitch, and seaming ad libitum. If John had 
been a gentlemanly creature, with refined tastes, he 
would have elevated his feet, and made a nuisance of 
himself by indulging in a ^* weed " ; but being only an 
uncultivated youth, with a rustic regard for pure air and 
womankind in general, he kept his head uppermost, and 
talked like a man, instead of smoking like a chimney. 
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**It will probably be six montlis before I sit here 
again, tangling yoiir threads and maltreating jonr 
needles, Nan. How glad yon mast feel to hear it!" 
he said, looking up from a thou^tful examination of the 
liard-working little citizens of the Industrial Communkj 
settled in Nan's work-basket. 

" No, I'm very sorry ; for I like to see you coming 
and going as you used to, years ago, and I miss yon 
very much when you are gone, John,** answered truthful 
Nan, whittling away in a sadly wasteful manner, as her 
thoughts flew back to the happy times when a little la'1 
rode a little lass in the big wheelbarrow, and never spflt 
his load, — when two brown heads bobbed daily side by 
side to school, and the favorite play was " Babes in the 
Wood," with Di for a somewhat peckish robin to cover 
the small martyrs with any vegetable substance that lay 
at hand. Nan sighed as she thought of these things, 
and John regarded the battered thimble on his finger-tip 
with increased benignity of aspect as he heard the sound* 

*^ When are you going to make your fortune, John, 
and get out of that disagreeable hardware concern?'* 
demanded Di, pausing after an exciting ^^ round,** and 
looking almost as much exhausted as if it had been a 
veritable pugilistic encounter. 

^* I intend to make it by plunging still deeper into 
*that disagreeable hardware concern'; for, next year, 
if the world keeps rolling, and John Lord is alive, he 
will become a partner, and then — and then ** 

The color sprang up into the young man's cheek, his 
eyes looked out with a sudden light, and his hand 
seemed iDvoluntarily to close, as if he saw and se)zed 
some invisible delight. 



26S CAMP AND PIRBSIDS 8TORIK8. 

^^ What will happen then, John? "* asked Nan, with a 
wondering glance. 

^^ ru tell you in a year,- Nan, — wait till then.** And 
John's strong hand unclosed, as if the desired good were 
not to be his yet. 

Di looked at him, with a knitting-needle stuck into her 
Lair, saying, like a sarcastic unicorn, — 

^'I really thought you had a soul above pots and 
kettles, but I see you haven't; and I beg your pardon 
for the injustice I have done you.** 

Not a whit disturbed, John smiled, as if at some 
mighty pleasant fancy of his own, as he replied, — 

^' Thank you, Di ; and as a further proof of the utter 
depravity of my nature, let me tell you that I have the 
greatest possible respect for those articles of ironmon- 
gery. Some of the happiest hours of my life have been 
spent in their society ; some of my pleasantest associi^ 
tions are connected with them ; some of my best lessons 
have come to me from among them; and when my 
fortune b made, I inteod to show my gratitude by taking 
three flat-irons rampant for my coat^f-arms.** 

Nan laughed merrily, as she looked at the bums on 
her hand; but Di elevated the most prominent feature 
of her brown countenance, and sighed despondingly, — 

^^ Dear, dear, what a disappointing world this is I I 
no sooner build a nice castle in Spain, and settle a smart 
young knight therein, than down it comes about my 
ears ; and the ungrateful youth, who might fight dragons 
if he chose, insists on quenching his energies in a sauce- 
pan, and wasting his life on a series of gridirons. Ah, 
if /were a man, I would do somethiug better than that, 
and prove that heroes are not all dead yet. But, instead 
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of that, I'm only a woman, and must sit raq»ing my 
temper ¥dtli absurdities like this/' And Di wrestled 
with her knitting as if it were Fate, and she were paying 
off the grudge she owed it. 

John leaned toward her, saying, with a look that made 
hu plain face haodsome, — 

^^ Di, my father began the world as I begin it, and 
feft it the richer for the useful years he spent here, — 
as I hope I may leave it some half-century hence. His 
memory makes that dingy shop a pleasant place to me ; 
for there he made an honest name, led an honest life, 
and bequeathed to me his reverence for honest work. 
That is a sort of hardware, Di, that no rust can corrupt, 
and which will always prove a better fortune than any 
your knights can win with sword and shield. I think 
I am not quite a clod, or quite without some aspirations 
above mouey-getting ; for I have a great ambition to 
become as good a man, and leave as green a memory 
behind me, as old John Lord." 

Di winked violently, and seamed five times in perfect 
silence ; but quiet Nan had the gift of knowing when to 
speak, and by a timely word saved her sister from a 
thunder-shower and her stocking from destruction. 

'^ John, have you seen Philip since you wrote about 
yoor last meeting with him ? " 

The question was for John, but the soothing tone was 
for Di, who gratefully accepted it, and perked up again 
with speed. 

*"*• Yes ; and I meant to have told you about it," an* 
swered John, plunging into the subject at once. *^ I saw 
him a few days before I came home, and found him more 
disconsolate than ever, — 'just ready to go to the deuce/ 
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as he forciblj expressed himself. I consoled the poor lae 
as well as I oould, telling him his wisest plan was to defer 
his proposed expedition, and go on as steadily as he had 
begun, — thereby proving the injustice of your father^s 
prediction concerning his want of perseverance, and the 
sincerity of his affection. I told him the change in 
J^aura's health and spirits was silently working in his 
fiiYor, and that a few more months of persistent endeavor 
would conquer your father's prejudice against him, and 
make him a stronger man for the trial and the pain. I 
read him bits about Laura from your own and Di's let- 
ters, and he went away, at last, as patient as Jacob, ready 
to serve another * seven years ' for his beloved Rachel.** 

*^ 6od bless you for it, John I ** cried a fervent voice , 
and, looking up, they saw the cold, listless Laura trans- 
formed into a tender girl, all aglow with love and long- 
ing, as she dropped her mask, and showed a liviug 
countenance eloquent with the first passion and softened 
by the first grief of her life. 

John rose involuntarily in the presence of an innocent 
nature whose sorrow needed no interpreter to him. The 
girl read sympathy in his brotherly regard, and found 
comfort in the friendly voice that asked, half playfullvt 
half seriously, — 

^^ Shall I tell him that he is not forgotten, even for au 
Apollo? that Laura the artist has not conquered Laura 
the woman? and predict that the good daughter will yet 
prove the happy wife?** 

With a gesture full of energy, Laura tore her Minerva 
firom top to bottom, while two great tears rolled down 
the cheeks grown pale with hope deferred. 
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** Tell him I believe all things, hope all things^ and that 
I never can forget.*' 

Nan went to her and held her dose, leaving the piinta 
of two loving, bat grimy hands upon her shoulders ; Di 
looked on approvingly, for, though rather stouj'-hearied 
regarding the cause, she fully appreciated the effect ; and 
John, turning to the window, received the commeuda 
tions of a robin swaying on an elm-bough, with suutfhine 
on its ruddy breast. 

The clock struck five, and John declared that he must 
go ; for, being an old-fashioned soul, he fancied that his 
mother had a better right to his last hour than any 
younger woman in the land, — always remembering thai 
*^ she was a widow, and he her only son.** 

Nan ran away to wash her hands, and came back with 
tiie appearance of one who had washed her face also, — 
and BO she had, but Uiere was a difference in the water. 

*^ Play Fm your father, girls, and remember it will be 
six months before ^ that John ' will trouble you again.** 

With which preface the young man kissed his former 
playfellows as heartily as the boy had been wont to do^ 
when stem parents banished him to distant schools, and 
three little maids bemoaned his fate. But times were 
changed now, for Di grew alarmingly rigid during the 
ceremony; Laura received the salute like a grateful 
queen; and Nan returned it with heart and eyes and 
tender lips, making such an improvement on the childish 
fashion of the thing, that John was moved to support his 
paternal character by softly echoing her father's words, 
— " Take care of yourself, my little ' Martha.' " 

Then they all streamed after him along the ganlen- 
path, with the endless messages and warnings girls are 
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80 prone to give ; and the yoang man, with a great soft* 
oesa at his heart, went away, as many another John has 
gone, feeling better for the companionship of innocent 
maidenhood, and stronger to wrestle with temptation, to 
wait, and hope, and work« 

^' I^t's throw a shoe after him for luck, as dear old 
^Mrs. Gnmmidge' did after ^ David* and the ^willin' 
Barkb I ' Quick, Nan I you always have old shoes on ; 
toss one, and shout ^ Good luck I ' " cried Di, with one 
of her eccentric inspirations. 

Nan tore off her shoe, and threw it far along the dusty 
road, with a sudden longing to become that auspicious 
article of apparel, that the omen might not fail. 

Looking backward from the hill-top, John answered 
the meek shout cheerily, and took in the group with a 
lingering glance : Laura in the shadow of the elms, Di 
perched on the fence, and Nan leaning far over the gate, 
with her hand above her eyes and the sunshine touching 
her brown hair with gold. He waved his hat and turned 
away ; but the music seemed to die out of the blackbird's 
song, and iu all the summer landscape his eye saw nothing 
but the little figure at the gate. 

^^ Bless aud save us I here's a flock of people coming ^ 
My hair is iu a toss, and Nan's without her shoe ; run > 
ily, girls I or the PhilistiDes will be upon us I " cried Di, . 
tumbling off her perch in sudden alarm. 

Three agitated young ladies, with flying draperies and 
couutenauces of mingled mirth and dismay, might have 
been seen precipitating themselves into a respectable 
mansion with nnbeccming haste ; but the squirrels were 
the only witnesses of this ^^ vision of sudden flight/* and, 
being used to ground-and-iofty timibling, didn't mind it. 
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When the pedestrians passed, the door was decorously 
elosed, and no one visible but a young man, who snatched 
somethiiig out of the road, and marched away again, 
whistling with more vigor of tone than accuracy of tune. 
— only that, and nothing more. 

HOW IT WAS FOUND. 

Bummer ripened into autumn, and something fiedrer 
than 

** Sweet-peas and mignonette 
In Annie's garden grew.** 

Her nature was the counterpart of the hill-side grove, 
where as a child she had read her fairy tales, and now 
as a woman turned the fin>t pages of a more wondrous 
legend still. Lifted above the many-gabled roof, yet not 
cut off from the echo of human speech, the little grove 
seemed a green sanctuary, fringed about with violets, 
and full of summer melody and bloom. Gentle creatures 
haunted it, and there was none to make afraid ; wood- 
pigeons cooed and crickets chirped their shrill roundelays, 
anemones and lady-ferns looked up from the moss that 
kissed the wanderer^s feet. Warm airs were all afloat, 
full of vernal odors for the grateful sense, silvery birches 
shimmered like spirits of the wood, larches gave their 
green tassels to the wind, and pines made ury music 
sweet and solemn, as they stood looking heavenward 
through veils of summer sunshine or shrouds of wintry 
snow. Nan never felt alone now in this charmed wood ; 
for, when she came into its precincts, once so full of sol- 
itude, all things seemed to wear one shape ; fiimiliar eyes 
looked at her from the violets in the grass, familiar words 
i8 
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souaded in the whisper of the leaves, and she grew oon« 
Bcious that an unseen influence filled the air with new 
delights, and touched ear(h and sky with a beauty never 
seen before. Slowly these May-flowers budded in her 
maiden heart, rosily they bloomed, and^ silently they 
waited till some lover of such lowly herbs should catch 
flieir fresh aroma, should brush away the fallen leaves, 
and lift them to the sun. 

Though the eldest of the three, she had long been 
overtopped by the more aspiring girls. But, though she 
meekly yielded the reins of government, whenever they 
chose to drive, they were soon restored to her again ; for 
Di fell into literature, and Laura into love. Thus en- 
grossed, these two forgot many duties which even blue- 
stockings and innamoratoB are expected to perform, and 
slowly all the homely humdrum cares that housewives 
know became Nan's daily life, and she accepted it with- 
out a thought of discontent. Noiseless and cheerful as 
the sunshine, she went to and fro, doing the tasks that 
mothers do, but without a mother's sweet reward, hold- 
ing fast the numberless slight threads that bind a house- 
hold tenderly together, and making each day a beautiful 
success. 

Di, being tired of running, riding, climbing, and boat- 
ing, decided, at last, to let her body rest, and put her 
equally active mind through what classical collegians 
term '^ a course of sprouts.'* Having undertaken to read 
and know everythingy she devoted herself to the task with 
great energy, going from Sue to Swedenborg with perfect 
impartiality, and having different authors as children 
have sundry distempers, being fractious while they lasted, 
but ail the better for them when once over. Carlyle ap* 
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poarei] like scarlet-fever, and raged violentlj for a time ; 
for, being anything but a ^^ passive bucket," Di became 
propliotic with Mahomet, belligerent with Cromwell, and 
made the French Revolution a veritable Reign of Terror 
to her family. Goethe and Schiller alternated like fever 
and ague ; Mephistopheles became her hero, Joan of Are 
ber model, and she turned her black eyes red over £^ 
mout and Wallenstein. A mild attack of Emerson fol- 
lowed, during which she was lost in a fog; and her 
sisters rejoiced inwardly when she emerged, informing 
them that 

** The Sphinx was drowsy. 
Her wings were ftirled." 

Poor Di was floundering slowly to her proper place , 
but she splashed up a good deal of foam by getting out 
of her depth, and rather exhausted herself by trying to 
drink the ocean dry. 

Laura, afler the ^^ midsummer night's dream'' that 
often comes to girls of seventeen, woke up to find that 
youth and love were no match for age and common 
sense. Philip had been flying about the world like a 
thistle-down for five-and-twenty years, generous-hearted, 
frank, and kind, but with never an idea of the serious 
side of life in his handsome head. Great, therefore, 
were the wrath and dismay of the enamored thistle-down, 
when the father of his love mildly objected to seeing her 
begin the world in a balloon, with a very tender but very 
inexperienced aeronaut for a guide. 

^^ Laur«i is too young to ^ play house ' yet, and you are 
too unstable to assume the part of lord and master, 
Philip. Go and prove that you have prudence, patienoai 
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energy, and enterprise, and I will give yon my girl, — 
but not before. I mast seem cruel, tbat I may be truly 
kind ; believe this, and let a little pain lead you to great 
happiness, or show yon where you would have made a 
blunder.** 

The lovers listened, owned the truth of the old man's 
words, bewailed their fate, and — yielded: Laura for 
love of her father, Philip for love of her. He went 
away to build a firm foundation for his castle in the air, 
and Laura retired into an invisible convent, where she 
east off the world, and regarded her sympathising sisters 
through a grate of superior knowledge and unsharable 
grief. Like a devout nun, she worshipped ^* St. Philip,** 
and firmly believed in his miraculous powers. She fan- 
cied that her woes set her apart from common cares, and 
slowly fell into a dreamy state, professing no interest in 
any mundane matter, but the art that first attracted 
Philip. Crayons, bread-crusts and gray paper became 
glorified in Laura's eyes ; and her one pleasure was to sit 
before her easel, day after day, filling her portfolios with 
the faces he had once admired. Her sisters observed 
that every Bacchus, Piping Faun, or Dying Gladiator 
bore some likeness to a comely countenance that heathen 
god or hero never owned; and, seeing this, they pri- 
vately rejoiced that she had found such solace for her 
grief. 

Mrs. Lord's keen eye had read a certain newly-written 
page in her son*s heart, — his first chapter of that ro- 
mance, begun in Paradise, whose interest never fiags, 
whose beauty never fades, whose end can never come 
till Love lies dead. With womanly skill she divined the 
secret, with motherly discretion she counselled patience* 
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and her eon accepted her advicoy feeling that, like mauy 
a healthful herb, its worth lay in its bitterness. 

^^ Love like a man, John, not like a boy, and learn to 
know yourself before you take a woman's happiness into 
your keeping. You and Nan have known each otlier all 
your lives ; yet, till this last visit, you never tliought you 
loved her more than any other childish friend. It is too 
soon to say the words so often spoken hastily — so hard 
to be recalled. Go back to your work, dear, for another 
year ; think of Nan in the light of this new hope ; com* 
pare her with comelier, gayer girls; and by absence 
prove the truth of your belief. Then, if distance only 
makes her dearer, if time only strengthens your affection, 
and no doubt of your own worthiness disturbs you, come 
back and offer her what any woman should be glad to 
take, — my boy's true heart." 

John smiled at the motherly pride of her words, but 
answered, with a wistful look, — 

^^ It seems very long to wait, mother. If I could just 
ask her for a word of hope, I could be very patient 
then." 

^^Ah, my dear, better bear one year of impatience 
now than a lifetime of regret hereafter. Nan is happy ; 
why disturb her by a word which will bring the tender 
cares and troubles that come soon enough to such con* 
scieutious creatures as herself? If she loves you, time 
will prove it ; therefore, let the new affection spring and 
ripen as your early friendship has done, and it will be all 
the stronger for a summer's growth. FhOip was rash, 
and has to bear his trial now, and Laura shares it with 
him. Be more generous, John ; make your trial, bear 
yvuT doubts alone, and give Nan the happiness without 
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the {Mdiu Proiniae me this, dear, — proiniae me to hope 
tnd wai*!*** 

The young man's eye kindled, and in his heait there 
rose a better chivalry, a truer valor, than any Di's 
blights had ever known. 

*' 111 tiy, mother/' was all he said ; but she was sat 
isfiedi for John seldom tried in vain. 

^' Oh, girls, how splendid you are I It does my heart 
good to see my handsome sisters in their best array /* 
cried Nan, one mild October night, as she put the last 
touches to certain airy raiment fashioned by her own 
skilful hands, and then fell back to survey the grand effect. 

Di and Laura were preparing to assist at an '^ event 
of the season,'' and Nan, with her own locks fallen on 
her shoulders for want of simdry combs promoted to her 
nsters' heads, and her dress in unwonted disorder for lack 
of the many pins extracted in exciting crises of the toilet, 
hovered like an affectionate bee about two very full-blown 
flowers. 

^^ Laura looks like a cool Undine, with the ivy-wreaths 
in her sliining hair ; and Di has illuminated herself to 
such an extent with those scarlet leaves, that I don't 
know what great creature she resembles most," said Nan^ 
beaming with sisterly admiration. 

^Juno, Zenobia and Cleopatra simmered into onO| 
with a touch of Xantippe, by way of spice. But, to my 
eye, the finest woman of the three is the dishevelled 
young person embracing the bed-post ; for she stays at 
home herself, and gives her time and taste to making 
homely people fine, — which is a waste of good matenali 
and an im|>OBition on the public." 
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As Di spoke, both tho fashion-plates looked affection* 
alelj at the gray-gowned figure; but, being works of 
art, ihcj were obliged to nip their feelings in the bud, 
and reserve their caresses till thej returned to common 
life. 

^Fut on jour bonnet, and well leave jon at Mrs. 
Lord's on our way. It will do yon good. Nan ; and per- 
haps there may be news from Jolm," added Di, as she 
bore down upon the door like a man-of-war under full 
sail. 

^' Or from Philip,** sighed Laura, with a wistftil look. 

Whereupon Nan persuaded herself that her strong 
inclination to sit down was owing to want of exercise, 
and the heaviness of her eyelids a freak of imagination ; 
BO, speedily smoothing her ruffled plumage, she ran down 
to tell her father of the new arrangement. 

^' 60, my dear, by all means. I shall be writing, and 
you will be lonely if you stay. But I must see my girls ; 
for I caught glimpses of certain surprising phantoms flit- 
ting by the door.** 

Nan led the way, and tho two pyramids revolved 
before him with tho rigidi^ of lay-figures, much to the 
good man's edification; for with his fatherly pleasure 
there was mingled much mild wonderment at the ampli- 
tude of array. 

^^ Yes, I see my geese are really swans, though there 
is such a doud between us that I feel a long way off, and 
hardly know them. But this little daughter is always 
available, always my * cricket on the hearth.' " 

As he spoke, her father drew Nan closer, kissed her 
tranquil face, and smiled content. 

^^ Well, if ever I see picters, I see 'em now, and I da* 
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dare to goodness it's as interestin' as play-actln*, every 
bit. Miss Di, with all them boughs in her head, looks 
like the Q*ieen of Shcby, when tiilio went a-visilin* What's- 
his-name , and if Miss Laura alu*t as sweet as a laily- 
barster figger, I should like to know what is/' 

In her enthusiasm, Sallj gambolled about the girla, 
flourishing her milk-pan as if about to sound her timbrel 
for excess of joy. 

Laughing merrily, the two girls bestowed themselves 
in the family ark, Nan got up beside Patrick, and Solon, 
roused fiom his slumbers, morosely trundled them away. 
But, looking backward with a last ^' Good-night I " Nan 
saw her father still standing at the door with smiling 
countenance, and the moonlight falling like a benediction 
on his silver hair. 

** Betsey shaU go up the hill with you, my dear, and 
here's a basket of eggs for your father. Give him my 
love, aud be sure you let me know the next time he is 
poorly," Mrs. Lord said, when her guest rose to depart, 
after an hour of pleas>aut chat. 

But Nan never got the gift ; for, to her great dismay, 
her hostess dropped the basket with a crash, and flew 
across the room to meet a tall figure pausing in the 
shadow of the door. There was no need to ask who the 
new-comer was; for, even in his mother's arms, John 
looked over her shoulder with an eager nod to Nan, who 
stood among the ruins with never a sign of weariness in 
her face, nor the memory of a care at her heart, — foi 
they all went out when John came in. 

^^ Now tell us how, and why, and when you came. 
Take off your coat, my dear I And here are the old 
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dippers. WI17 didn't joa let us know you were coming 
BO Boon? How have 70a been? and what makes 70U bo 
late to-night? Betsey, yon needn't put on your bonnet. 
And — *oh, my dear boy, have you been to supper 
yet?** 

Mrs. Lord was a quiet soul, and her flood of questions 
iras purred softly in her son's ear ; for, being a woman, 
she must talk, and, being a mother, tMut pet the one 
delight of her life, and make a httle festivsl when the 
lord oi the manor came home. A whole drove of fatted 
calves were metaphorically killed, and a banquet ap- 
peared with speed. John was not one of those romantic 
heroes who can go through three volumes of hair*breadth 
escapes without the faintest hint of that blessed insti- 
tution, dinner ; therefore, he partook copiously of every- 
thing, while the two women beamed over each mouthful 
with an interest that enhanced its flavor, and urged upon 
him cold meat and '^heese, pickles and pie, as if dyspepsia 
and nightmare were among the lost arts. 

Then he opened his budget of newo and fed (henu 
^' I was coming next month, according to custom ; but 
Philip fell upon and so tempted me, that I was driven to 
sacrifice myself to the cause of friendship, and up we 
came to-night. He would not let me come here till we 
had seen your father. Nan ; for the poor lad was pining 
for Laura, and lioped his good behavior for the past year 
would salirify hid judge and secure his recall. We had 
a fine talk with your father; and, upon my life, Phil 
seemed to have received the gift of tongues, for he made 
a most eloqueut plea, which I've stowed away for future 
use, I assure you. The dear old gentleman was very 
kind, told I^iil he was satisfied with the success of his 
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prolMition, that he should see Laura when he likedt asd^ 
if all went well, should receive his reward in the spriug. 
It must be a delightful sensation to know you have made 
a fellow-creature as happj as those words made Phil 
toHiight.'' 

John paused, and looked musingly at the matronly 
tearpot, as if he saw a wondrous future in its shine. 

Nan twinkled off the drops that rose at the thought of 
Laura's joy, and said, with grateful warmth, «- 

*^ You say nothing of your own share in the making 
of that happiness, John ; but we know it, for Philip has 
told Laura in his letters all that you have been to him, 
and I am sure there was other eloquence beside his own 
before father granted all you say he has. Oh, John, I 
thank you very much for this I ** 

Mrs. Lord beamed a whole midsummer of delight 
upon her son, as she saw the pleasure these words gave 
him, though he answered simply, — > 

** I only tried to be a brother to him. Nan ; for he has 
been most kind to me. Yes, I said my little say to-night, 
and gave my testimony in behalf of the prisoner at the 
bar, a moat merciful judge pronounced his sentence, and 
he rushed straight to Mrs. Leigh's to tell Laura the bliss- 
ful news. Just imagine the scene >vhen he appears, and 
Low Di will open her wicked eyes and ei\joy the spectacle 
of the ardent lover, the bride-elect's tears, the stir, 
and the romance of the thing. Shell cry over it to-night, 
and caricature it to-morrow." 

And John led the laugh at the picture he had conjured 
up, to turn the thoughts of Di's dangerous sister from 
himself. 

At ten Nan retired into (he depths of her old bonnet 
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iritli a far different face from the one ahe broagbt out of 
it, aud John, resuming his hat, mounted guard. 

^^ Don't stay late, remember, John I '^ And in Mrs. 
Lord's Yoioe there was a warning tone that her son inter- 
preted aright. 

'' I'll not forget, mother.** 

Aud he kept his word ; for though Philip's happtnesa 
floated temptingly before him, and the little figure at his 
side had never seemed so dear, he ignored the bland 
winds, the tender night, and set a seal upon his Ups« 
thinkiug manfully within himself, ** I see many signs of 
promise in her happy face ; but I will wait and hope a 
little longer for her sake." 

"Where is father, Sally ?** asked Nan, as that fono- 
tionary appeared, blinking owlishly, but utterly repudi- 
ating the idea of sleep. 

" IIo went down the garding, miss, when the gentle- 
men cleared, bein' a little flustered by the goin's on. 
Shall I fetch him in ? " asked Sally, as irreyerently as if 
her master were a bag of meal. 

"No, we will go ourselves.** And slowly the two 
paced down the leaf-strewn walk. 

Fields of yellow grain were waving on the hill-side, 
and sere corn-blades rustled in the wind ; from the orchanl 
came the scent of ripening fruit, and all the garden-plots 
lay ready to yield up their humble offerings to their mas- 
ter's hand. But in the silence of the night a greater 
Reaper had passed by, gathering in the harvest of a 
righteous life, and leaving only tender memories for the 
gleaners who had come so late. 

The old man sat in the shadow of the tree his own 
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hands planted ; its firai^ul boughs shone raddilj, and its 
leaves still whi^ered the low lullaby that hushed him to 
his rest. 

^^ How fast he sleeps I Poor father I I should have 
come before and made it pleasant for him.** 

As she spoke. Nan lifted up the head bent down upon 
his breast, and kissed his pallid cheek. 

^* Oh, John, this is not sleep 1 ** 

'' Yes, dear, the happiest he will ever know.** 

For a moment the shadows flickered over three white 
fiices, and the silence deepened solemnly. Then John 
reyerently bore the pale shape in, and Nan dropped down 
beside it, saying, with a rain of grateful tears, — 

*^ He kissed me when I went, and said a last ' good- 
night P" 

For an hour steps went to and fro about her, many 
voices whispered near her, and skilful hands touched the 
beloved clay she held so fast ; but one by one the busy 
feet passed out, one by one the voices died away, and 
human skill proved vain. Then Mrs. Lord drew the 
orphan to the shelter of her arms, soothing her with the 
mute solace of that motherly embrace. 



*^Yes, we are poorer than we thought; but when 
everything b settled, we shall get on very well. We 
can let a part of this great house, and live quietly together 
until spring ; then Laura will be married, and Di can go 
on their travels with them, as Philip wishes her to do. 
Wo shall be cared for ; so never fear for us, John.^ 
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Nan said this, as her friend parted from her a week 
later, after the saddest holiday he had ever known. 

^ And what becomes of you, Nan ? " he asked, watch- 
ing the patient eyes that smiled when others would have 
wept 

*^I shall stay in the dear old house; for no other place 
would seem like home to me. I sliall find some little 
child to love and care for, and be quite happy till the girls 
come back and want me." 

John nodded wisely, as he listened, and went away 
prophesying within himself,— 

** She shall find something more than a child to love ; 
and, God willing, shall be very happy till the girls come 
Lome and — cannot have her." 

Nan^s plan was carried into effect. Slowly the divided 
waters closed again, and tho three fell back into their old 
life. But the touch of sorrow drew them closer; and, 
though invisible, a beloved presence still moved among 
them, a familiar voice still spoke to them in the silence 
of their softened hearts. Thus the soil was made ready, 
and in the depth of winter the good seed was sown, was 
watered with many tears, and soon sprang up green with 
the promise of a harvest for their after years. 

Di and Laura consoled themselves with their favorite 
employments, unconscious that Nan was growing paler, 
thinner, and more silent, as the weeks went by, till one 
day she dropped quietly before them, and it suddenly 
became manifest that she was utterly worn out with 
many cares, and the secret suffering of a tender heart 
bereft of the paternal love which had been its strength 
and stay. 

^ I'm only tired, dear girls. Don't be troubled, for I 
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ahal] be up to-morrow,** she said cheerilji as she looked 
mto the anzioos faces bending over her. 

But the weariness was of many months* growth, aod 
M was weeks before that *^ to-morrow ** came. 

Laura installed herself as nurse, and her devotion was 
fe|>aid fourfold ; for, sitting at her sister's bedside, she 
learned a finer art than that she had left. Her eye grew 
dear to see the beauty of a selfnlenying life, and in the 
depths of Nan's meek nature she found the strong, 
sweet virtues that made her what she was. 

Then remembering that these womanly attributes were 
a bride's best dowry, Laura gave herself to their attain* 
ment, that she might become to another household the 
blessing Nan had been to her own ; and turning from the 
worship of the goddess Beauty, she gave her hand to 
that humbler and more human teacher. Duty, — learning 
her lessons with a willing heart, for Philip's sake. 

Di corked her inkstand, locked her bookcase, and went 
at housework as if it were a five- barred gate ; of course 
she missed the leap, but scrambled bravely through, and 
appeared much sobered by the exercise. Sally hod 
departed to sit under a vine and fig-tree of her own, so 
Di had undisputed sway ; but if dish-pans and dusters 
had tongues, direful would have been the history of that 
crusade against frost and fire, indolence and inexperience. 
But they were dumb, and Di scorned to complain, though 
her struggles were pathetic to behold, and her sisters 
went through a series of messes equal to a co^urse of 
"Prince Bedreddin's " peppery tarts. Realitj turned 
Romance out of doors ; for, unlike her favorite heroines 
in satin and tears, or helmet and shield, Di met lier fate 
in a big checked apron and dust-cap wonderful to see i 
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jret she wielded her broom as stoutly as ^^ Moll Flanders ** 
shouldered her gun, and marched to her daily martyrdom 
in the kitchen with as heroic a heart as the *^ Maid of 
Orleans** took to her stake. 

Mind won the victory over matter in the end, and Di 
was better all her days for the tribulations and the tri' 
mnphs of that time ; for she drowned her idle fancies in 
her wash-tub, made bumt^fferings of selfishness and 
pride, and learned the worth of self-denial, as slie sang 
with happy voice among the pots and kettles of her con- 
quered realm. 

Nan thought of John; and in the stillness of her 
sleepless nights prayed Heaven to keep him safe, and 
make her worthy to receive, and strong enough to bcar» 
the blessedness or pain of love. 

Snow fell without, and keen winds howled among the 
leafless elms, but ^^ herbs of grace ** were blooming beau- 
tifully in the sunshine of sincere endeavor, and this 
dreariest season proved the most fruitful of the year ; for 
love taught Laura, labor chastened Di, and patience 
fitted Nan for the blessing of her life. 

Nature, that stillest yet most diligent of housewives, 
began at last that ^^spring-cleaning** which she makes 
so pleasant that none find the heart to grumble as they 
do when other matrons set their premises a^dust. Her 
handmaids, wind and rain and sun, swept, washed, and 
giimished busily, green carpets were unrolled, apple- 
boughs were hung with draperies of bloom, and dande> 
lions, pet nurslings of the year, came out to play upon 
the sward. 

From the South returned that opera troupe whose man- 
ager is never in despair, whose tenor never sulks, whose 
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prima donna never fiuk, and in the orchard bona JtJU 
mcdinies were held, to which buttercups and cloven 
crowded in their prettiest spring hats, and verdant young 
blades twinkled their dewy lorgnettes, as Ihey bowed 
and made way for the floral belles. 

Ma} was bidding June good-morrow, and the roses 
vi^re just dreaming that it was almost time to walLe, 
when John came again into the quiet room which now 
seemed the Eden that contained his Eve. Of course 
there was a jubilee ; but something seemed to have be- 
fallen the whole group, for never had they all appeared 
in such odd frames of mind. 

John was restless, and wore an excited look, most 
unlike his usual serenity of aspect. Nan the cheerful 
had fallen into a well of silence, and was not to be ex* 
tracted by any hydraulic power, though she smiled like 
the June sky over her head. Di's peculiarities were out 
in full force, and she looked as if she would go oflT like a 
torpedo at a touch ; but tlirough all her moods there was 
a half-triumphant, half-remorseful expression in the 
glance she fixed on John. And Laura, once so silent, 
now sang hke a blackbird, as she flitted to and fro ; but 
her fitful song was always, ^^ Philip, my king." 

John felt that there had come a cliange upon the three, 
and sjlf^ntly divined whose unconscious influence had 
wrought the miracle. The embargo was off his tongue, 
and he was in a fever to ask that question which brings 
a flutter to the stoutest heart ; but though the *^ man " had 
come, the ^^ hour " had not. So, by way of steadying his 
nerves, he paced the room, pausing often to tuko notes of 
his companions, and each pause seemed to increase his 
wonder and content. 
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He looked at Nan. She was in her nsnal ] Jaco, the 
ihabby little chair she loved, because it once was large 
enough to hold a curly-headed playmate and herself. The 
old work-basket was at her side, and the battered tliimble 
busily at work ; but her lips wore a smile they had never 
worn before, the color of the unblown roses touched her 
cheek, and her downcast eyes were full of light. 

He looked at Di. The inevitable book was on her 
knee, but its leaves were uncut ; the strong-minded knob 
of hair still asserted its supremacy aloft upon her head, 
and the triangular jacket still adorned her shoulders in 
defiance of all fashions, past, present, or to come ; but 
the expression of her brown countenance had grown 
softer, her tongue had found a curb, and in her liand lay 
a card with ^^ Potts, Kettel Ss Co.'' inscribed thereon, 
which she regarded with never a scornful word for 
the "Co.'' 

He looked at Laura* She was before her easel, as of 
old ; but the pale nun had given place to a blooming girl, 
who sang at her work, which was no prim Pallas, but a 
Clytie turning her human face to meet the sun. 

"John, what are you thinking of?" 

He stirred as if Di's voice had disturbed his fancy at 
some pleasant pastime, but answered with his usual sin* 
cerity, — 

" I was thinking of a oertun dear old fairy tale, called 
^CinderelU.'" 

" Oh 1 " said Di ; and her "Oh" was a most impressive 
monosyllable. " I see the meaning of your smile now ; 
and, though the application of the story is not very com* 
plimentary to all parties concerned, it is very jnst and 
veqr true." 
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Sha paused a momeat, then went on with Bntt&Doi 
voice and earnest face, — 

*^ Ton think I am a blind and selfish creature. 80 I 
am, but not so blind and selfish as I have been ; for 
man; tears have cleared my ejes, and sincere regret has 
made me humbler than I was. I have found a better 
book than any father's library can give me, and I have 
read it with a love and admiration that grew stronger as 
I turned the leaves. Henceforth I take it for my guide 
and gospel, and, looking back upon the selfish and 
neglectful past, can only say, Heaven Uess your dear 
heart. Nan 1 " 

Laura echoed Dfs last words ; for, with eyes as full 
of tenderness, she looked down upon the sister she had 
lately learned to know, saying, warmly, — 

*^ Yes, ^ Heaven bless your dear heart, Nan I * I never 
can forget all you have been to me ; and when I am far 
away with Philip, there will always be one countenance 
more beautiful to me than any pictured face I may dis* 
cover, there will be one place more dear to me than 
Borne. The face will be yours. Nan, — always so pa- 
tient, always so serene ; and the dearer place will be this 
home of ours, which you have made so pleasant to me 
all these years by kindnesses as numberless and noiseless 
as the drops of dew.'' 

** Why, girls, what have I ever done, that you should 
love me so? " cried Nan, with happy wonderment, as the 
tall heads, black and golden, bent to meet the lowly 
brown one ; and her sisters' mute lips answered her. 

Then Laura looked up, saying, playfully, — 

^ Here are the good and wicked sisters ; where shall 
wefind thePHnoe^'* 



▲ MODERN CINDERBLUU I9I 

*^ There ! ** cried Di, pointing to John ; and then her 
Mcret went o£P like a rocket ; fori with her old impetuoa* 
tty, she said, — • 

** I have found you out, John, and am ashamed to look 
you in the face, remembering the past. Girls, you know, 
when father died, John sent us money, which he said 
Mr. Owen had long owed us, and had paid at last I It 
was a kind lie, John, and a generous thing to do ; for we 
needed it, but never would have taken it as a gift. I 
know you meant that we should never find this out ; but 
yesterday I met Mr. Owen returning from the West, 
and when I thanked him for a piece of justice we had 
not expected of him, he grufiiy told me he had never 
paid the debt, never meant to pay it, for it was outlawed> 
and we could not daim a farthing. John, I have laughed 
at you, thought you stupid, treated you unkindly ; but I 
know you now, and never shall forget the lesson you 
have taught me. I am proud as Lucifer, but I ask you 
to forgive me, and I seal my real repentance so — and 
sor 

With tragic countenance, Di rushed across the room, 
threw both arms about the astonished young man's neck, 
and dropped an energetic kiss upon his cheek. There 
was a momentary silence ; for Di finely illustrated her 
•trong-minded theories by crying like the weakest of her 
■ex. Laura, with ^^the ruling passion strong in death,** 
still tried to draw, but broke her pet crayon, and en» 
dowed her Clytie with a supplementary orb, owing to the 
dimness of her own. And Nan sat, with drooping eyes 
that shone upon her work, thinking, with tender pride, ^- 

** They know him. now, and love him for hia genarouf 
hearU** 
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Di Spoke first, rallying to her colors, thongh a littk 
daunted by her loss of self-control : 

^* Don't laugh, John — I couldn't help H; and don't 
thmk Fm not sincere, for I am, — 1 ami and I wiU 
prore it by growing good enough to be your friend. 
That debt must all be paid, and I shall do it ; for I'll 
twn my books and pen to some account, and write sto- 
ries full of dear old souls like you and Nan ; and some 
one, I know, will like and buy them, though they are not 
* works of Shakspeare.' Fye thought of this before, 
have feh I had the power in me ; nmo I have the motive, 
and now Til do it." 

If Di had proposed to translate the Koran, or build a 
new Saint PauFs, there would have been many chances 
€^ success ; for, once moved, her will, like a batterings 
ram, would knock down the obstacles her wits could not 
surmount. John believed in her most heartily, and 
showed it, as he answered, looking into her resolute 
fiwse, — 

" I know you will, and yet make us Yery proud of our 
Di. Let the money lie, and when you have made a for- 
tune, ni daim it with enormous interest ; but, believe 
me, I feel already doubly repaid by the esteem so gener- 
ously confessed, so cordially bestowed, and can only say, 
as we used to years ago, — ^ Now let's forgive and for* 
get. 

But proud Di would not let him add to her obligation, 
even by returning her impetuous salute; she slipped 
away, and, shaking off the last drops, answered, with a 
curious mixture of old freedom and new respect, — 

^ No more sentiment, please, John. We know each 
other now ; and when I find a friend, I never let him go. 
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We have smoked the pipe of peace ; to let hb go badt to 
oar wigwams and bury the hatchet. Where were we 
when I lost mj head? and what were we talking about P** 

*^ Cinderella and the Prince.^ 

As he spoke, John's eye kindled, and, toning, he 
looked down at Nan, who sat diligently ornamenting 
with microscopio stitches a great patch going on, the 
wrong side out. 

^^ Yes, — so we were ; and now, taking pussy fbr the 
godmother, the characters of the story are well person* 
ated — all but the slipper,** said Di, laughing, as she 
thought of the many times they had played it together 
years ago. 

A 9udden warmth stirred John's heart, a sudden 
purpose shone in his countenance, and a sudden change 
befell hu Yoice, as he said, producing from some hiding- 
place a little worn-out shoe,-~ 

" I can supply the slipper ; — who will try it first? ** 

Di's black ejts opened wide, as they fell on the 
fiuooiliar object ; then her romance-loving nature saw the 
whole plot of that drama which needs but two to act it. 
A great delight flushed up into her face, as she promptly 
took her cue, saying, — 

" No need for us to try it, Laura ; for it wouldn't fit 
OS, if our feet were as small as Chinese dolls*;— onr 
parts are played out ; therefore, * Exeunt wicked sisters to 
the music of the wedding-bells.* ** And pouncing upon 
the dismayed artist, she swept her out, and closed the 
door with a triumphant bang. 

John went to Nan, and, dropping on his knee as rev* 
erently as the ' herald of the fairy tale, he asked, still 
smiling, but with lips grown tremulous,—- 



394 CAMP AMD FIRX8XDS 8TOEIS8. 

«« WmCinderelU try tbA little shoe, aDd,— if it flftc,— 
gowiththePrinco?'' 

Bat Nan only covered up her &ce, weeping happy 
tears, while all the weary work strayed down upon ths 
floor, as if it knew her holiday had oome« 

John drew the hidden £eu» still closer ; and, while she 
listened to his eager words, Nan heard the beating of the 
strong man's heart, and knew it spoke the truth. 

^* Nan, I promised mother to be silent till I was sure 
I loved you whoUy, — sure that the knowledge would 
give no pain when I should tell it, as I am trying to teU 
it now* This little shoe has been my comforter through 
this long year, and I have kept it as other lovers keep 
their fairer favors. It has been a talisman more eloquent 
to me than flower or ring ; for, when I saw how worn it 
was, I always thought of the willing feet that came and 
went for others' comfort all day long ; when I saw the 
little bow you tied, I always thought of the hands so 
diligent in serving any one who knew a want or felt a 
pain ; and when I re<»lled the gentle creature who had 
worn it last, I always saw her patient, tender, and 
devout, — and tried to grow more worthy of her, that I 
might one day dare to ask if she would walk beside me 
all my life, and be my ' angel in the house.' Will you, 
dear? Believe me, you shall never know a weariness or 
grief I have the power to shield you from." 

Then Nan, as simple in her love as in her life, laid her 
arms about his neck, her happy &ce against his own, 
and answered sofUy, — 

*^ Oh, John, I never can be sad or tired any more I " 
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THE BLUE AND THE GRAY. 

DONT bring him in here ; every comer ig fun,** said 
the nurse, eying with diamay the gaunt figure lying 
en the stretcher in the doorway. 

^^ Where shall we put him, then ? They can't hare 
him in either of the other wards on this floor. He's 
ordered up here, and here he must stay, if he's put in the 
hall, poor devil!'* said the foremost bearer, looking 
around the crowded room in despair* 

The nurse's eye foUowed his, and both saw a thin hand 
beckoning from the end of the long ward. 

«at's Murry; 111 see what he wants;** and Ifisa 
Mercy went to him with her quick, noiseless step, and 
the smile^her grave face always wore for him. 

^^ There's room here, if you turn my bed 'round, you 
see. Don't let them leave him in the hall," said Murry, 
lifting his great eyes to hers, brilliant with the fever 
burning his strength away, and pathetic with the silent 
protest of life against death. 

<« It's like you to think of it ; he's a rebel," begad 
Miss Mercy. 

*^ So much more reason to take him in. I don't mind 
having him here ; but it will distress me dreadfully to 
know that any poor soul was turned awav« from the com 
fort of this ward especially." 

(295) 
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The look he gave her made the words an eloquenl 
compliment, and his pity for a fallen enemy reproached 
her for her own lack of it. Her &ce soflened as she 
nodded, and glanced about the recess. 

^* Y^u will have the light in your eyes, and only tha 
little table between you and a very disagreeable nei^ 
bor,** she said. 

** I can shut my eyes if the light troubles them ; I've 
nothing else to do now," he answered, with a faint laugh. 
^* I was too comfortable before ; Fd more than my share 
of luxuries ; so bring him along, and it will be all right.'' 

The order was given, and, after a brief bustle, the two 
narrow beds stood side by side in tlie recess under the 
organ-loft — for the hospital had been a church. Left 
alone for a moment, the two men eyed each other silently 
Muny saw a tall, sallow man, with fierce black eyes, 
wild hair and beard, and a thin-lipped, cruel mouth. A 
ragged gray uniform was visible under the blanket 
thrown over him ; and in strange contrast to the squalor 
of his dress, and the neglect of his person, was the 
diamond ring that shone on hia unwounded hand. The 
right arm was bound up, the right leg amputated at the 
knee ; and, though tlie man'er face was white and haggard 
with suffering, not a sound escaped him as he lay with 
his eyes fixed half defiantly upon his neighbor. 

John Clay, the new-comer, saw opposite him a small^ 
wasted figure, and a plain face ; yet both face and figure 
were singularly attractive, for sufiTering seemed to have 
refined away all the grosser elements, and left the epvs 
itual very visible through that frail tenement of flesh. 
Pale-brown hair streaked the hollow temples and white 
forehead. A deep color burned in the thin cheeks still 
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tanned by the wind and weather of a long eampdign* 
The mouth was graye and sweet, and in the gray eyei 
lay an infinite patience touched with melancholy, lie 
wore a dressing-gown, but across his feet lay a faded 
ooat of army-blue. As the other watched him, he saw a 
shadow pass across his tranquil face, and for a moment 
he laid his wasted hand over the eyes that had been so 
full of pity. Then he gently pushed a mug of fresh 
water, and the last of a bunch of grapes, toward the 
exhausted rebel, saying, in a cordial tone,«- 

^ You.look faint and thirsty ; have 'em.** 

Cla/s lips were parched, and his hand went involnu- 
tarily toward the cup ; but he caught it back, and, lean 
iig forwa^, asked, in a shrill whisper, -~ 

•• WherB are you hurt?*' 

** A shot in the side," answered Hurry, visibly sur 
prised at the man's manner. 

♦•Whatbatde?" 

"The WUdemess." 

•^Isitbad?" 

^< Fm dying of wound-fever ; there's no hope, they say.* 

That reply, so simple, so serenely given, would have 
liwched almost any hearer ; but Clay smiled grimly, and 
lay down as if satisfied, with his one hand clenched, and 
an exulting glitter in his eyes, muttering to himself, — 

" The loss of my leg comes easier after hearing that." 

Murry saw his lips move, but caught no sound, and 
asked, with friendly solicitude, — 

" Do you want anything, neighbor ? " 

«< Yes — to be let alone," was the curt reply, with a 
savage frown. 

" That's easily done. I sha'n't trouble you very long, 
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any way;** and, with a sigh, Many turned hia fiuM 
away, aud lay silent till the aorgeon came up on hia 
morning round. 

^^Oh! you're here, are you? It's like Mercy Carrol 
to take you in," said Dr. Fits Hugh, as he surveyed the 
rebel, with a slight firown ; for, in spite of his benevo- 
lence and skill, he was a stanch loyalist, and hated the 
South just then. 

«< Don't praise me ; he never would have been here bat 
for Murry,** answered Miss Mercy, as she approached^ 
with her dressing-tray in her hand. 

** Bless the lad I he'll give up his bed next, and feel 
ofiendcd if he's thanked for it. How are you, my good 
fellow?*' and the doctor turned to press the hot hand, 
with a friendly face. 

^^ Much easier and stronger, thank yon, doctor," was 
the cheerful answer. 

** Less fever, pulse better, breath freer — good symp- 
toms. Keep on so for twenty-four hours, and, by my 
soul, I believe you'll have a chance for your life, Murry,** 
cried the doctor, as his experienced eye took note of a 
hopeful change. 

^* In spite of the opinion of three good surgeons to the 
contrary?" asked Murry, with a wistful smile. 

** Ilang everybody's opinion I We are but mortal men, 
and the best of us make mistakes in spite of science and 
experience. There's Parker ; we all gave him up, and 
the rascal is larking 'round Washington as well as ever 
io^ay. While there's life there's hope; so cheer up 
my lad, and do your best for the little girl at home." 

^^Do you really think I may hope?" cried Murryi 
white witli the joy of thi^ unexpected reprieve. 
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^ Hope 18 a capital medicine, and I prescribe it for a 
day at least. Don't build on this change too mucli, bat 
if 70U are as well to-morrow as this morning, I give jou 
my word I think ycu'U pull through.** 

Murry laid his hands over his face with a broken 
^^Thank Ood for that I** and the doctor turned away 
with a sonorous ^^HemT' and an air of intense satia> 
(action. 

During this conversation Miss Mercy had been watch- 
ing the rebel, who looked and listened to the others so 
intently that he forgot her presence. She saw an expres- 
sion of rage and disappointment gather in his fitce as the 
doctor spoke ; and when Murry accepted the hope held 
out to him, Clay set his teeth with an evil look, that would 
have boded ill for his neighbor had he not been helpless. 

^* Ungrateful traitor I FU watch him, for he'll do mis- 
chief if he can,** she thought, and reluctantly began to 
unbind his arm for the doctor^s inspection. 

**Only a flesh-wound, — no bones broken, — a good 
syringing, rubber cushion, plenty of water, and it will 
soon heal. You'U attend to that. Miss Mercy; this 
stump is more in my line ; ** and Dr. Fits Hugh turned 
to the leg, leaving the arm to the nurse's skilful care. 

^^ Evidently amputated in a hurry, and neglected since. 
If you're not careful, young man, you'll change placet 
with your neighbor here." 

^^ Damn him I " muttered Clay in his beard, with an 
emphasis which caused the doctor to glance at his venge- 
fill face. 

<< Don't be a brute, if you can help it. But for him 
you'd have fared ill," began the doctor. 

** But for him I never should have been here," muttered 
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the man, in French, with a fbrtive glance aboot the 
room* 

^^ Yon owe this to him?** asked the doctor, touching 
the wound, and speaking in the same tongue. 

^< Yes ; but he paid for it — at least, I thought he had."* 

^^ By the Lord 1 if jou are the sneaking rascal that 
shot him as ho lay wounded in the ambulance, I shall be 
tempted to leave jou to your fate 1 " cried the doctor, 
with a wrathful flash in his keen eyes* 

^* Do it, then, for it was I,^ answered the man defi- 
antly ; adding, as if anxious to explain, *^ We had a tus- 
sle, and each got hurt in the thick of the skirmish. He 
was put in the ambulance afterward, and I was left to 
b've or die, as luck would have it. I was hurt the 
worst ; they should have taken me too ; it made me mad 
to see him chosen, and I fired my last shot cm he drove 
away. I didn't know whether I hit him or not ; but 
when they told me I must lose my leg I hoped I had, 
and now I am satisfied.*' 

He spoke rapidly, with clenched hand and fiery eyeB^ 
and the two listeners watched him with a sort of fascina- 
tion as he hinsed out the last words, glancing at the occu- 
pant of the next bed. Murry evidently did not understand 
French ; he lay with averted face, closed eyes, and a hop^ 
ful smile still on his lips, quite unconscious of the meaning 
of the fierce words uttered close beside him. Dr. Fitz Hugh 
had laid down his instruments, and knit his black brows 
irefully while he listened. But as the man paused, the 
doctor looked at Miss Mercy, who was quietly going on 
with her work, though there was an expression about her 
handsome mouth that made her womanly face look almost 
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grim. Taking up his tools, the doctor fiiDowad hm 
•xanipky saying slowly, — 

^^ If I didn't believe Marry was mending, Fd torn yoa 
sver to Roberts, whom the patients dread as they do the 
4eYlL I most do my duty, and you may thank Muny 
far it.'' 

^I)oes he know yon are the man who shot him?'' 
asked Mercy, still in French. 

^ No ; I shouldn't stay here long if he did," answered 
Clay, with a short laugh. 

«« Don't tell him, then — at least, till after yon are 
moved," she said, in a tone of command* 

^^ Where am I going? " demanded the man. 

*^ Anywhere out of my ward," was the brief answer, 
with a look that made the black eyes waver and fall. 

In silence nurse and doctor did their work, and passed 
on. In silence Murry lay hour after hour, and silently 
did Ctay watch and wait, till, utterly exhausted by the 
suffering he was too proud to confess, he sank into a 
stupor, oblivious alike of hatred, defeat, and pain. Find* 
ing him in this pitiable condition, Mercy relented, and, 
womanlike, forgot her contempt in pity. He was not 
moved, but tended carefully all that day and night ; and 
when he woke from a heavy sleep, the morning sun shone 
again on two pale faces in the beds, and flashed on the 
buttons of two army-coats hanging side by side on the 
recess wall, on loyi^t and rebel, on the blue and the 
gray. 

Dr. Fits Hugh stood beside Murry's cot, saying cheer- 
ily, ^^ You are doing well, my lad — better than I hoped. 
Keep calm and cool, and, if all goes right, well have bt*> 
Ue Mary here to pet you in a week." 
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<< Who% Mary?"* whispered the rebel to the attendant 
who was ^ ashing his face* 

^^ His sweetheart ; he left her for the war, and she's 
waitiu* for him back — poor soul I** answered the man, 
with a somewhat vicioua scrub across the sallow eheek 
he was wiping. 

*^ So he'll get well| and go home and marrj the girl 
he left behind him^ will he?** sneered Clay, fingering a 
little case that hung about his neck, and was now yisible 
as his rough valet unbuttoned his collar. 

** What's that,— jour sweetheart's picter?" asked 
Jim, the attendant, eying the gold chain anxiously. 

'^ Fve got none," was the gruff answer. 

** So much the wus for you, then. SmaU chance of 
gettin' one here ; our girls won't look at you, and you 
ain't likely to see any of your own sort for a long spell, 
I reckon," added Jim, working away at the rebel's longi* 
neglected hair. 

Clay lay looking at Mercy Carrol as she went to and 
fro among the men, leaving a smile behind her, and car> 
rying comfort wherever she turned, — a right womanly 
woman, lovely and lovable, strong yet tender, patient 
/et decided, skilftil, kind, and tireless in the discharge of 
duties that would have daunted most women. It was in 
vain she wore the plain gray gown and long apron, for 
neither could hide the grace of her figure. It was 
in vain she brushed her luxuriant hair back into a net, 
for ihe wavy locks would fall on her forehead, and stray 
curls would creep out or glisten like gold under the 
meshes meant to conceal them. Busy days and watchful 
nights had not faded the beautiful bloom on her dieeks, 
or dimmed the brightness of her hazel eyes* Always 
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nadji fireshy and fiiir, Hercj Carrol was regarded an tlie 
good angel of the hospital, and not a man in it, sick or 
well, but was a loyal friend to her. None dared to be a 
lover, for her little romance was known ; and, though 
stin a maid, she was a widow in their eyes, for she had 
sent her lover to his death, and over the brave man's 
grave had said, ^^ Well done«^ 

Jim watched Clay as his eye followed the one female 
fignre there, and, observing that he dutohed the case stID 
tighter, asked again, — • 

«« What is that-*a charm?'' 

** Yes, — against pain, captivity and shame.'' 

^^ Strikes me it aVt kep' yon from any one of 'em^* 
said Jim, with a laugh. 

** I haven't tried it yet." 

^*How does it work?" Jim asked more respectfully, 
being impressed by something in the rebel's manner. 

^* You will see when I use it. Now let me alone ; " 
and Clay turned impatiently away. 

^^ You've got prison, or some deviltry, in that thing. 
ft you don't let me look, I swear 111 have it took away 
from you ; " and Jim put his big hand on the slender 
chain with a resolute air. 

Clay smiled a scornful smile, and offered the trinksti 
saying coolly,— 

^* I only fooled you. Look as much as you like ; 
youll find nothing dangerous." 

Jim opened the pocket, saw a lock of gray hair, and 
nothing more. 

«* Is that your mother's? " 

** Yes ; my dead mother's." 

It was strange to see the histantaneous change thai 



3CX4 CAMP AND nitESIDE STORIES. 

passed oTer the two men as each uttered that dearest 
word in all tongues. Rough Jim gently reclosed and 
returned the case, saying kindly, — 

'* Keep it ; I wouldn't rob yon on't for no money.** 

Clay thrust it jealously into his breast, and the first 
trace of emotion he had shown softened his dark face, as 
he answered, with a grateful tremor in his voice, «- 

** Thank you. I wouldn't lose it for the world.** 

^ May I say good-morning, neighbor ? " asked a feeble 
voice, as Murry turned a very wan. but cheerful face 
toward him, when Jim moved on with his basin and 
towel. 

''If you like,** returned Clay, looking at him with 
those quick, suspicious eyes of his. 

^Well, I do like; so I say it, and hope you are 
better,'* returned the cordial voice. 

"Are you?" 

<«Tes, thank God!" 

"Isitsure?" 

** Nothing is sure, in a case like mine, till Fm on my 
legs again ; but I'm certainly better. I don't expect yon 
to be glad, but I hope you don't regret it very mucb.*' 

"I don't'* The smile that accompanied the words 
surprised Murry as much as the reply, for both seemed 
honest, and his kind heart warmed toward his suffering 
enemy. 

*' I hope youll be exchanged fi% soon as you are able. 
Till then, you can go to one of tb ^ other hospitals, where 
there are many reb — I would say, Southerners. If 
you'd like. 111 speak to Dr. Fits Lugh, and he'll see you 
moved," said Murry, in his friendly way. 

^rd rather stay here, thank you.** Clay smiled again 
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as he spoke in the mild tone that surprised Marry as 
much as it pleased hinu 

^^ Tou like to be in mj comer, then? ^ he said, with a 
boyish laugh. 

" Very much — for a whfle.** 

<( Tm Tery glad* Do you suffer muoh? ** 

** I shall suffer more by and by, if I go on ; but ni 
risk it,^ answered Clay, fixing his feverish eyes on 
Hurry's placid face. 

**You expect to have a hard time with your legf 
said Muny, compassionately. 

" With my souL** 

It was an odd answer, and given with such an odd 
expression, as Clay tuined Lis face away, that Muny 
said no more, fiemcying his brain a little touched by the 
fever evidently coming on. 

They spoke but seldom to each other that day, for 
Clay lay apparently asleep, vrith a flushed cheek and 
restless head, and Muny tranquilly dreamed waking 
dreams of home and little Mary. That night, after all 
was still, MIbs Mercy went up into the organ-lofl to get 
fresh rollers for the morrow,— * the boxes of old linen, 
and such matters, being kept there. As she stood look- 
ing down on the thirty pale sleepers, she remembered 
that she had not played a hymn on the little organ for 
Murry, as she had promised that day. Stealing soflly Id 
the front, she peeped over the gallery, to see if he was 
asleep ; if not, she would keep her word, for he was her 
favorite. 

A screen had been drawn before the recess where the 
two beds stood, shutting their occupants from the si|^t 
of the other men. Muny lay sleeping, but Clay was 
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awake, and a quick thrOl tingled along the yoang 
woman's nerves as she saw his face. Leaning on one 
ann, he peered about the place with an eager, watchful 
air, and glanced up at the dark gallery, but did not see 
the startled face behind the central pillar. Pausing an 
instant, he shook his one clenched hand at the uncon- 
scious sleeper, and then threw out the locket cautiouslj. 
Two white mugs, just alike, stood on the Uttle table 
between the beds, water in each* With another furtiye 
glance about him. Clay suddenly stretched out his long 
arm, and dropped something from the locket into Murry's 
cup. An instant he remained motionless, with a sinister 
smile on his face; then, as Jim's step sounded beyond 
the screen, he threw his arm over his fietce, and lay, 
breathing heavily, as if asleep. 

Mercy's first impulse was to cry out ; her next, to fly 
down and seise the cup. No time was to be lost, for 
Hurry might wake and drink at any moment. What 
was in the cup? Poison, doubtless ; that was the charm 
Clay carried to free himself from ^^ pain, captivity and 
shame," when all other hopes of escape vanished. This 
hidden helper he gave up to destroy his enemy, who was 
to outlive his shot, it seemed. like a shadow, Mercy 
glided down, forming her plan, as she went. A dozen 
mugs stood about ih» room, all alike in siJBe and color ; 
catching up one, she partly filled it, and, concealing it 
under the clean sheet hanging on her arm, went toward 
the recess, saying audibly, — 

*^ I want some fresh water, Jim."* 

Thus warned of her approach, Clay lay with carefully- 
averted face as she came in, and never stirred as she 
bent ow him, while she dexterously changed Murry's 
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mug for the one she carried. Hiding the poisoned cnpf 
she went away, saying aloud, — 

*^ Never mind the water, now, Jim. Murry is asleep, 
and so is Clay ; they'll not need it yet.^ 

Straight to Dr. Fits Hugh's room she went, and gave 
the cup into his keeping, with the story of what she had 
seen. A man was dying, and there was no time to test 
the water then ; but putting it carefully away, he prom* 
ised to set her fears at rest in the morning. To quiet 
her impatience, Mercy went back to watch over Murry 
till day dawned. As she sat down, she caught the glim- 
mer of a satisfied smile on Clay's lips, and looking into 
tlie cup 8he had left, she saw that it was empty* 

*^ He is satisfied, for he thinks his horrible revenge is 
secure. Sleep in peace, my poor boy I you are safe 
while I am here." 

As she thought this, she put her hand on the broad, 
pale forehead of the sleeper with a motherly caress, but 
started to feel how damp and cold it was. Looking 
nearer, she saw that a change had passed over Murry, 
for dark shadows showed about his sunken eyes, his once 
quiet breath was faint and fitful now, his hand deathly 
cold, and a chiUy dampness had gathered on his face. 
She looked at her watch ; it was past twelve, and her 
heart sunk within her, for she had so often seen that 
solemn change come over men's faces then, that the hour 
was doubly weird and woful to her. Sending a message 
to Dr. Fitz Hugh, she waited anxiously, trying to believe 
that she deceived herself. 

The doctor came at once, and a single look convinced 
him th<it he had left one death-bed for another. 

^ Ah 1 feared,** he said ; ^^ that sudden rally was but 
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a last efibrt of natore. lliere was just one chance foi 
him, and he has missed it. Poor lad I I can do nothing , 
he^ sink rapidly, and go without pain.** 

*^ Can / do nothing?^ asked Mercy, with dim eyes 
as she held the cold hand close in both her own with 
tender pressure. 

^* Give him stimulants as long as he can swallow, and 
if he's conscious, take any messages he may have. Poor 
Uall is dying hard, and I can help him ; Til come again 
in an hour, and say good-by." 

The kind doctor choked, touched the pale sleeper with 
a gentle caress, and went away to help Hall die. 

Muriy slept on for an hour, then woke, and knew 
without words that his brief hope was gone. He looked 
up wistfully, and whispered, as Mercy tried to smile with 
trembling lips that refused to tell the heavy truth, — 

** I know — I feel it ; don't grieve yourself by trying to 
tell me, dear friend. It's best so ; I can bear it, — but 1 
did want to live." 

** Have you any word for Mary, dear?** asked Mercy, 
for he seemed but a boy to her since she had nursed 
him. 

One look of sharp anguish and dark despair passed 
over his face, as he wrung his thin hands and shut hif 
•yes, finding death terrible. It passed in a moment, and 
his pallid countenance grew beautiful with the pathetic 
patience of one who submits without complaint to thf 
inevitable. 

^' Tell her I was ready, and the only bitterness wat 
leaving her. I shall remember, and wait until she 
comes. My little Maryl O, be kind to har« for my 
sake, when you tell her this.** 
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** I will, Murrj, as Ood hears me« I will be a sister 
lo her while I live/' 

As Mercy spoke, with fervent voice, he laid the hand 
that had ministered to him so fidthfully against his cheek, 
and lay silent, as if content. 

^* What else? let me do something more. Is there na 
other fritod to be comforted?** 

^^ No ; she is all I have in the world* I hoped to 
make her so happy, to be so much to her, for she's a 
lonely little thing ; bnt Grod says ^ No/ and I submit.** 

A long pause, as he lay breathing heavily, with eyes 
that were dimming fast fixed on the gentle face beside 
him. 

*^ Give Jim my clothes, send Mary a bit of my hair, 
and — may I give yon this? it's a poor thing, but all I 
have to leave yon, best and kindest of women.** 

He tried to draw off a slender ring, but the strength" 
had gone out of his wasted fingers, and she helped him, 
thanking him with the first tears he had seen her shed. 
He seemed satisfied, but suddenly turned his eyes on 
Clay, who lay as if asleep. A sigh broke from Munry« 
and Mercy caught the words, — 

^^ How could he do it, and I so helpless I ** 

«< Do you know him?** she whimpered, eagerly, as she 
remembered Clay's own words. 

<^ I knew he was the man who shot me, when he camtb 
I forgive him ; but I wish he had spared me, for Mary's 
sake," he answered sorrowfully, not angrily. 

^*Do you really pardon him?" cried Mercy, wonder^ 
ing, yet touched by the words. 

'^ I do. He will be sorry one day, perhaps ; at any 
rate, he did what he thought his duty ; and war makes 
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brutes of us all sometimes, I fear. Td like to say good- 
by ; but he's asleep after a weary day, so don't wake 
bim. Tell him Fm gkd As is to live, and that I forgive 
him heartily/' 

Although uttered between long pauses, these words 
seemed to have exhausted Murry, and he spoke no more 
till Dr. Fitz Hugh came. To him he feebly returued 
thanks, and whispered his farewell, then sank into a stu- 
por, during which life ebbed fast. Both nurse and doctor 
forgot Clay as they hung over Murry, and neither saw 
the strange intentness of his face, the half awe-struck, 
half remorseful look he bent upon the dying man. 

As the sun rose, sending its ruddy beams across the 
silent ward, Murry looked up and smiled, for the bright 
ray fell atliwart the two coats hanging on the wall beside 
him. Some passer-by had brushed one sleeve of the blue 
coat across the gray, as if the inanimate things were 
shaking hands. 

^^ It should be so — love our enemies; we should be 
brothers," he murmured faintly ; and, with the last im« 
pulse of a noble nature, stretched his hand toward the 
man who had murdered him. 

But Clay shrunk back, and covered his face without a 
word. When he ventured to look up, Murry was no 
longer there. A pale, peaceful figure lay on the narrow 
bed, and Mercy was smoothing the brown locks as she 
cut a curl for Mary and herself. Clay could not take his 
eyes away ; as if fascinated by its serenity, he watched 
tlie dead face with gloomy eyes, till Mercy, having done 
her part, stooped and kissed the cold lips tenderly as she 
left him to his sleep. Then, as if afraid to be alone with 
tihe dead, he bid Jim put the screen between the beds, 
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and bring him a book. His order was obeyed ; but Ito 
never turned his pages, and laj, with muffled head, try 
ing to shut out little Watts* sobs, as the wounded drum 
mer boj mourned for Muny* 

Death in an hospital makes no stir, and in an hour no 
tnioe of the departed remained but the ooat upon the 
wail, for Jim would not take it down, though it was his 
now. The empty bed stood freshly nuide, the dean cup 
and worn Bible lay ready for other hands, and the eard 
at the bed's head hung blank for a new-oomer^s name. 
In the hurry of this event. Clay's attempted crime was 
forgotten for a time. But that evening Dr. Fits Hugh 
told Mercy that her suspicions were correct, for the water 
t0cw poisoned. 

*« How horrible I what shaU we do? "^ she cried, with 
a gesture full of energetic indignation. 

^^ Leave him to remorse 1 ** replied the doctor, sternly, 
^ I've thought over the matter, and believe this to be the 
only thing we can do. I fancy the man won't live a 
week ; his leg is in a bad way, and he is such a fiery 
devil he gives himself no chance. Let him believe he 
killed poor Murry, at least for a few days. He thinks 
so now, and tries to rejoice ; but if he has a human heart 
1m will repent." 

*^ But he may not. Should we not tell of this? Can 
he not be punished? '^ 

*^ Law won't hang a dying man, and 111 not denounce 
him. Let remorse punish him while he lives, and God 
judge him when he die^ Murry pardoned him, — can 
we do less?** 

Mercy's indignant face softened at the name, and for 
Murry's sake she yielded. Neither spoke of what they 
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Criod to think the act of a half-delirious man ; and 0000 
they could not refuse to pity him, for the doctor^s proph* 
ecy proved true. 

Clay was a haunted man, and remorse gnawed like a 
worm at his heart. Day and night he saw that tranqufl 
face on the pillow opposite ; day and night he saw the 
pale hand outstretched to him ; day and night he heard 
the faint voice murmuring kindly, regretfully, " I forgive 
him ; hut I wish he had spared me, for Mary's sake." 

As the days passed, and his strength visibly declined, 
he began to suspect that he must soon follow Murry* 
No one told him ; for, though both doctor and nurse did 
their duty faithfully, neither lingered long at his bedside, 
and not one of the men showed any interest In him. No 
new patient occupied the other bed, and he lay alone in 
the recess with his own gloomy thoughts. 

*^ It will be all up with me in a few days, won't it?** 
he asked, abruptly, as Jim made his toilet one morning 
with unusual care, and such visible pity in his rough face 
that Clay could not but observe it. 

^^I heard the doctor say you wouldn't suffer much 
more. Is there any one you'd like to see, or leave a 
message for?" answered Jim, smoothing the long locks 
as gently as a woman. 

'* There isn't a soul in the world that cares whether I 
live or die, except the man who wants my money," said 
Clay, bitterly, as his dark face grew a shade paler at this 
confirmation of his fear. 

** Can't you head him off some way, and leave your 
money to some one that's been kind to you ? Here's the 
doctor — or, better still. Miss Carrol. Neither on 'em 
is rich, and both on 'em has been good friends to you, ot 
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jroii'd 'a' fared a deal wns than 70a haye,^ said Jim, not 
without the hope tliat, in saying a good word for them, 
he might say one for himself also. 

Clay lay thinking for a moment as his boe clouded 
over, and then brightened again : 

** Miss Mercy wouldn't take it, nor the doctor either ; 
bat I knowwho will — and, by G— -d, Fll do it!** hef 
SKclaimed, with sudden energy. 

Ilis eye happened to rest on Jim as he Spoke, and 
feeling sure that he was to be the heir, Jim retired to 
send Miss Mercy, that the matter might be settled before 
Clay's mood changed. Miss Carrol came, and began to 
eat the buttons off Murry's coat while she waited for 
Clay to speak. 

^« What's that for?** he asked, restlessly. 

^^ The men want them, and Jim is willing, for the coat 
IS very old and ragged, you see. Mnrry gave his good 
one away to a sicker comrade, and took this instead. It 
was like him, — my poor boy ! " 

<* I'd like to speak to you, if you have a minute to 
spare," began Clay, after a pause, during which he 
watched her with a wistfiil, almost tender expression, 
wiseen by her. 

^^ I have time ; what can I do for you?** Very gentle 
was Mercy's voice, very pitiful her glance, as she sat 
down by him, for the change in his manner, and the 
thought of his approaching death, touched her heart. 

Trying to resume his former gruffiiess, and cold ezpre»» 
sion. Clay said, as he picked nervously at the blanket, — 

^^Fve a little property that I put into the care of a 
friend going North. He's kept it safe ; and now, as FD 
never want it myself, Fd like to leave it to— ^ He 
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paused an instant, glanced quicklj at Mercy's iaoe, and 
seeing only womanly compassion there, added, with aa 
irrepressible tremble in his Toioe, — *^To little Mary.^ 

Khe had expected any reward for the act, any comfort 
for his lonely death-bed, he received both in fullest meas* 
ore when he saw Mercy's beautiful face flush with siu^ 
prise and pleasure, her eyes fill with sudden tears, and 
heard her cordial voice, as she pressed his hand warmly 
in her own. 

<< I wish I could tell you how glad I am for this I I 
thought you were better than yon seemed ; I was sura 
you had both heart and conscience, and that you would 
repent before you died*** 

^* Repent of what? *' he asked, with a startled look. 

** Need I tell you?** and her eye went from the empty 
bed to his face. 

*^ You mean that shot? But it was only fair, after 
all ; we killed each other, and war is nothing but whole- 
sale murder, any way/' He spoke easily, but his eyes 
were full of trouble, and other words seemed to tremble 
on his lips* 

Leaning nearer, Mercy whispered in his ear, — 

** I mean the other murder, which yon would have 
committed when you poisoned the cup of water he offored 
you, his enemv.'' 

Every vestige of color faded out of Clay's thin focO) 
and his haggard eyes seemed fascinated by some speeixt 
opposite, as he muttered slowly, — 

** How do you know ? " 

^* I saw you ; " and she told him all the truth. 

A look of intense relief passed over Clay's oonnte 
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nance, and the remoraefol shAdow lifted as he mnrmuredf 
hrokenlj, — 

^'ThaokGodldidn't kmhiml Now, dying ian't ic 
hard ; now I can have a little peace*'* 

Neither spoke for several minutes; Merqr had no 
words for sach a timoi and Claj forgot her presence aa 
tfie tears dropped from between the wasted fingers spread 
before his fietoe. 

Presently he looked up, saying eageriy, as if his flnU 
lering breath and rapidly failing strength warned him of 
approaching death, — 

»« Will yoa write down a few words fbr me, so liary 
can have the money? She neednH know anything about 
me, only that I was one to whom Murry was kind, and 
so I gave her all I had*** 

*^ ni get my pen and paper ; rest, now, my poor feW 
bw,'* said Mercy, wiping the unheeded tears away fixr 
him. 

** How good it seems to hear you speak so to me / How 
can you do it? ** he whispered, with such grateful won- 
der in his dim eyes that Mercy's heart smote her for the 



^^ I do it for Muny's sake, and because I sincerely 
pity you." 

Timidly turning his lips to that kind hand, he kissed 
it, and then hid his face* in his pillow. When Metcy 
returned, she observed that there were but seven tarnished 
buttons where she had left eight. She guessed who had 
taken it, but said nothing, and endeavored to render poor 
Clay's last hours as happy as sympathy and care could 
make them. The letter and will were prepared as well 
as they could be, and none too soon ; for, as if thai 
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secret was tlie burden that bound Clay's spirit to the 
shattered bodj, no sooner was it lifted off than the 
diviner part seemed ready to be gone. 

^^ You'll stay with me ; you'll help me die ; and -^ oh, 
if I dared to ask it, Fd beg you to kiss me once when I 
am dead, as you did Murry. I think I could rest then, 
and be fitter to meet him, if the Lord lets me,^ he cried 
imploringly, as the last night gathered around him, and 
the coming change seemed awful to a soul that possessed 
no inward peace, and no firm hope to lean on through the 
Talley of the shadow. 

^^I wfll — I Willi Hold fast to me, and believe in 
the eternal mercy of Grod," whispered liiss Carrol, with 
her firm hand in his, her tender fietce bending over him 
as the long struggle began. 

** Mercy,'' he murmured, catching that word, and smil> 
mg feebly as he repeated it lingeringly. ^* Mercy I yes, 
I believe in her ; she'll save me, if any one can. Lord, 
bless and keep her forever and forever." 

There was no morning sunshine to gladden his dim 
eyes as they looked their last, but the pale glimmer of 
the lamp shone full on the blue and the gray coats hang- 
ing side by side. As if the sight recalled that other 
death-bed, that last act of brotherly love and pardon, 
jClay rose up in his bed, and while one hand clutched the 
button hidden in his breast, the other was outstretched 
toward the empty bed, as his last breath parted in a cry 
of remorseful longing, — 

** I will I I Willi Forgive me, Murry, and let me 8%y 
good-byr 
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IfEBBY Christinas I '^ «« Meny CSiristmas I '' ^'Mony 
iu. Christmas, and lots of 'em, ma'am I ^ edioed firooa 
eveiy side, as Miss Hale entered her ward in the gnj 
December dawn. No wonder the greetings were hearty, 
that thin faces bri^tened, and eyes watched for the com- 
ing of this small luminary more eagerly than for the 
rising of the sun ; for when they woke that morning, 
each man found that in the silence of the night some 
friendly hand had laid a little gift beside his bed. Very 
humble little gifts they were, but well chosen and thought* 
fblly bestowed by one who made the blithe anniYcrsaiy 
pleasant even in a hospital, and sweetly taught the lesson 
of the hour — Peace on earth, good-will to man. 

*^ I say, ma'am, these are just splendid. Fve dreamt 
about such for a week, but I neyer thought Fd get 'em,** 
oried one poor fellow, sunreying a fine bunch of grapes 
with as much satisfaction as if he had found a fortune. 

^^ Thank you kindly. Miss, for the paper and the fix 
ings. I hated to keep borrowing, but I hadn't an> 
money," said another, eying his gift with happy anticipa- 
tions of the home letters with which the generous pages 
should be filled. 

** They are dreadful soft and pretty, but I don't believe 
. rn ever wear 'em out ; my legs are so wimbly there's no 

(317) 
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go ID 'em,~ whiBpered a fever patient, looking sorrowfullj 
at the swollen feet ornamented with a pair of carpet 
slippere gaj with roees, and evidently made for hii 
e(»pecial need. 

** Please hang my posy basket on the gas-burner in the 
middle of the room, where all the boys can see it. It'e 
too pretty for one alone.** 

** Bat then you canH see it yourself, Joe, and you are 
fonder of such things than the rest,** said Miss Hale, 
taking both the little basket and the hand of her pot 
patient, a lad of twenty, dying of rapid consumption. 

*^ That's the reason I can spare it for a while, for I 
shall feel 'em in the room just the same, and they'll do 
the boys good. You pick out the one you like best, for 
me to keep, and hang up the rest till by-and-by, please." 

She gave him a sprig of mignonette, and he smiled as 
he took it, for it reminded him of her in her sad-colored 
gown, as quiet and unobtrusive, but as grateful to the 
hearts of those about her as was the fresh scent of the flower 
to the lonely lad who never had known womanly tender- 
ness and care until he found them in a hospital. Joe's 
prediction was verified ; the flowers did do the boys good, 
for all welcomed them with approving glances, and all 
felt their refining influence more or less keenly, from 
eheoiy Ben, who paused to fill the cup inside with fresher 
water, to surly Sam, who stopped growling as his eye 
rested on a geranium very like the one blooming in his 
sweetheart's window when they parted a long year ago. , 

** Now, as this is to be a merry day, let us begin to 
enjoy ii at once. Fling up the windows, Ben, and Bar* 
oey, go for breakfast while I finish washing faces and 
settling bed-clothes." 
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With wliicb directions the little woman fell to iiork 
with audi infections energy that in fifteen minutes thirty 
gentlemen with spandy clean faces and hands were par* 
taking of rofireshment with as much appetite as their 
various conditions would permit. Meantime the sun 
came np, looking bigger, brighter, jollier than nsual» as 
he is apt to do on Christmas days. Not a snow*flake 
chilled the air that blew in as blandly as if winter had 
relented, and wished the *^ boys ** the compliments of the 
season in his mildest mood ; while a festiyal smell per- 
vaded the whole house, and appetizing rumors of turkey, 
mince-pie, and oysters for dinner, circulated through the 
wards. When breakfast was done, the wounds drossed^ 
directions for the day delivered, and as many of the dis- 
agreeables as possible well over, the fun began. In any 
other place that would have been considered a very quiet 
morning; but to the weary invalids prisoned in that 
room, it was quite a whirl of excitement. None were 
dangerously ill but Joe, and all were easily amused, for 
weakness, homesickness and ennui made every trifle a 
joke or an event. 

In came Ben, looking like a ^^ Jack in the Oreen,** with 
his load of hemlock and holly. Such of the men as 
could get about and had a hand to lend, lent it, and soon, 
under Miss Hale's direction, a green bough hung at the 
head of each bed, depended from the gas-burners, and 
nodded over the fireplace, while the finishing efiect was 
given by a cross and crown at the top and bottom of tlie 
room. Great was the interest, many were the mishaps, 
and frequent was the laughter which attended this per* 
formauoe ; for wounded men, when convalescent, are par- 
ticularly jovial. When *^ Daddy Mills,** as one venerable 
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Toluuteer was irreyerentlj christened, expatiated learn- 
edlj upon the difference between ^* sprewce, hemlock and 
pine/* how they all listened, each thinking of some 
fiuniliar wood still pleasantly haunted by boyish recol- 
iectioiis of stolen gunciv^gs, gum-pickings, and bird-nest- 
bigs. When quiet Hayward amazed tlie company by 
coming out strong in a most unexpected direction, and 
telling with much effect the story of a certain ** fine old 
gentleman ** who supped on hemlock tea and died like a 
hero, what commendations were bestowed upon the im- 
mortal heathen in language more hearty than classical, 
as a twig of the historical tree was passed round like a 
new style of refreshment, that inquiring parties might 
satisfy themselves regarding the flavor of the Socratic 
draught. When Barney, the colored incapable, essayed 
a grand ornament above the door, and relying upon one 
insufficient nail, descended to survey his success with the 
proud exclamation, *^ Look at de neatness of dat job, 
genTmen,** — at which point the whole thing tumbled 
down about his ears, — how they all shouted but Pneu- 
monia Ned, who, having lost his voice, could only make 
ecstatic demonstrations with his legs. When Barney cast 
himself and his hammer despairingly upon the floor, and 
Miss Hale, stepping into a chair, pounded stoutly at the 
traitorous nail and performed some miracle with a bit 
of string which made all fast, what a burst of applause 
arose from the beds. When gruff Dr. Bangs came in to 
see what all the noise was about, and the same intrepid 
lady not only boldly explained, but stuck a bit of holly in 
his bntton-hole, and wished him a merry Christmas with 
such a face full of smiles that the crabbed old doctor felt 
himself giving in veiy fast, and bolted out again, calling 
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Cliristinas a humbag, and exalting over the thirty emeticB 
he would have to prescribe on the morrow, what indig- 
nant denials followed hinu And when all was done, 
hpw everybody agreed with Joe when he said, ^* I think 
we are coming Christmas in great style ; things look so 
green and pret^, I feel as I was settin' in a bower.^ 

Pausing to survey her work. Miss Hale saw Sam look 
ing as black as any thunder-cloud. He bounced over on 
his bed the moment he caught her eye, but she followed 
him up, and gently covering the cold shoulder he evi* 
dently meant to show her, peeped over it, asking, with 
unabated gentleness,— 

^^ What can I do for you, Sam? I want to have all 
(he faces in my ward bright ones to-day.^ 

'^ My box ain't come ; they said I should have it two, 
three days ago; why don't they do it, then?** growled 
Ursa Migor. 

^^ It is a busy time, you know, but it will come if they 
promised, and patience won't delay. it, I assure you*** 

** My patience is used up, and they are a meacf set of 
slow coaches* I'd get it fast enongh^if I wore sioulder 
straps ; as I don't, I'll bet I sha'n't see it tiU thej things 
ain't fit to eat ; the news is old, and I don't care 4 hang 
about it.** 

** m see what I can do ; perhaps before the hilrry of 
dinner begins some one will have time to go for it.T 

"Nobody ever does have time here but foU^ who 
would give all they are worth to be stirring round.! Toa 
ean't get it, I know ; it's my luck, so don't you iworry, 
ma'am.** 

Miss Hale did not ** worry," but worked, and in time 
a messenger was found, provided with the ne<(essai7 
ai 



322 CAMP AND FIRESIDE STORIES. 

moD6j, pass and directioms, and despatched to hunt op 
the missing Christmas-box. Then she paused to see 
what came next, not that it was necessary to look for a 
task, but to decide which, out of many, was most impor- 
tant to do first. 

** Why, Tumor, crying again so soon? What is t^ 
oow? the light head or the heavy feet? *^ 

**It^s my bones, ma'am. They ache so I can't lay 
easy any way, and Fm so tired I just wish I could die 
add be out of this misery,** sobbed the poor ghost of a 
on«e strong and cheery fellow, as the kind hand wiped 
his vears away, and gently rubbed tlie weary shoulders. 

^« Don't wish that Turner, for the worst is over now, 
and all you need is to get your strength again. Make 
an effort to sit up a little ; it is quite time you tried ; a 
change of posture will help the ache wonderfully, and 
make this * dreadful bed,' as yon call it, seem very com- 
fortable when you come back to it." 

<< I can't, ma'am, my legs ain't a bit of use, and I 
ain't strong enough even to tiy." 

** You never will be if yon don't try. Never mind 
the poor legs, Ben will cany you. Fve got the matron's 
easy-chair all ready, and can make you very cosy by the 
fire. It's Christmas-day, you know ; why not celebrate it 
by overcoming the despondency which retards your re- 
covery, and prove that illness has not taken all the man- 
hood out of you?" 

*^ II has, though, Fll never be the man I was, and may 
as well lay hero till spring, for I shall be no use if I do 
get np." 

If Sam was a growler this man was a whiner, and 
bw hospital wards are without both. But knowing that 
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much suffering had soured the former and pitifully weak* 
ened the latter, their nurse had patience with them, and 
still hoped to bring them round again. As Turner whim- 
pered out his last dismal speech she bethought herself of 
something which, in the huny of the morning, had 
dipped ner mind iiU now. 

*^ By the way,.rye got another present for you. The 
doctor thought Td better not give it yet, lest it should 
excite you too much ; but I think you need excitement to 
make you forget yourself, and that when you find how 
many blessings you have to be grateful for, yon will 
make an effort to enjoy them.^ 

** Blessings, ma'am? I don't see 'em.'' 

^^ Don't you see one now?" and drawing a letter from 
her pocket she held it before his eyes. His listless face 
brightened a little as he took it, but gloomed over again 
as he said fretfully,— 

^* It's from wife, I guess. I like to get her letters, but 
they are always full of grievings and groanings over me, 
so they don't do me mudi good." 

^^ She does not grieve and groan in this one. She is too 
happy to do that, and so will you be when you read it." 

" I don't see why, — hey ? — why you don't mean — " 

^^Yes I do I" cried the little woman, clapping her 
bauds, and laughing so delightedly that the Knight of the 
Bneful Countenance was betrayed into a broad smile for 
thd first time in many weeks. ^^ Is not a splendid httle 
daughter a present to rejoice over and be grateful for?" 

''Hooray I hold on a bit, — ifs all right, — 111 be out 
again in a minute." 

After which remarkably spiriti^ burst, Turner vanished 
under the bed-clothes, letter and all. Whether he read| 
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kugfaed or cried, in the sednsion of that cotton grotto, 
was unknown ; but Ids norse snspected that he did all 
three, for when he reappeared he looked as if during 
that pause he had dived into his ^* sea of troubles/' and 
fished up his old self again. 

** What wiU I name her? '' was his first remark, deliy- 
•red with such viTacit7 that his neighbors began to think 
he was getting delirious again. 

** What is your wife's name? '' asked Miss Hale, gladlj 
entering into the domesticities which were producing 
such a salutary effect. 

^^ Her name's Ann, but neither of us like it. Fd fixed 
on George, for I wanted my boy called after me ; and 
now you see I ain't a bit prepared for this young woman." 
Very proud of the young woman he seemed, neverthe- 
less, and perfectly resigned to the loss of the expected 
son and heir. 

^* Why not call her Georgiana then? That combines 
both her parents' names, and is not a bad one in itself." 

^^ Now that's just the brightest thing I ever hoard in 
my life I " cried Turner, sitting bolt upright in his excite- 
ment, though half an hour before he would have consid- 
ered it an utterly impossible feat. ^* Georgiana Butter- 
field Turner, — it's a tip-top name, ma'am, and we can 
ea^ her Greorgie just the same. Ann will like that, it^s 
so genteel. Bless 'em bothl don't I wish I was M 
home." And down he lay again, despairing. 

^* Ton can be before long, if yon choose. Get your 
strength up, and off you go. Come, begin at once, -— 
drink your beef-tea, and sit up for a few minutes, just in 
honor of the good news, you know." 

*' I will, by George I — no, by Georgiana I That's a 
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good one, ain't it?'* and the whole ward was electrified 
hj hearing a genuine gigg^ from the ^^ Blaeing-bag.'* 

Down went the detested hee&tea, and up scrambled 
the determined drinker with many groans, and a cnrions 
jnmble of chuckles, staggers, and fragmentary repeti* 
iionsofhis first, last, and onlj joke. But when fairly settled 
in the great roddng-diair, with the gray fiannel gown 
comfortably on, and the new slippers getting their inau- 
gural scorch. Tamer forgot his bones, and swung to and 
fro before the fire, feeling amazingly well, and looking 
▼ery like a trossed fowl being roasted in the primitive 
fiishion. The languid importance of the man, and the 
irrepressible satisfaction of the parent, were both laogh- 
able and touching things to see, for the happy sonl could 
not keep the glad tidings to himself. A hospital ward is 
often a small republic, beautifully governed by pity, 
patience, and the mutual sympathy which lessens mutual 
sufiering. Turner was no favorite ; but more than one 
honest fellow felt his heart warm towards him as they 
saw his dismal face kindle with fatherly pride, and heard 
the querulous quaver of his voice sofVen with fatherly 
afiecdon, as he said, ^ My little Georgie, sir.** 

*^ Hell do now, ma'am ; this has given him the boost 
he needed, and in a week or two he'll be off our hands.** 

Big Ben made the remark with a beaming countenanoe, 
and Big Ben deserves a word of praise, because he never 
said one for himself. An ex-patient, promoted to an 
attendant's place, which he filled so well that he was 
regarded as a model for all the rest to copy. Patient, 
strong, and tender, he seemed to combine many of the 
best traits of both man and woman ; for he appeared to 
know by instinct where the soft spot was to be foiuid 
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ID every heart, and how best to help sick body ot sad 
souL No one woald have guessed this to have seen him 
lounging in the hall during one of the short rests he 
allowed himself. A brawnj, six-foot fellow, in red shirt, 
blue trousers tucked into his boots, an old cap, visor 
always up, and under it a roughly-bearded, coarsely* 
featured face, whose prevailing expression was one of 
great gravity and kindliness, though a humorous twinkle 
of the eye at times betrayed the man, whose droll sayings 
often set the boys in a roar. *^ A good-natured, clumsy 
body ** would have been the verdict passed upon him by 
a casual observer ; but watch him in his ward, and see 
how great a wrong that has^ judgment would have 
done him. 

Unlike his predecessor, who helped himself generously 
when the meals came up, and carelessly served out 
rations for the rest, leaving even the most helpless to 
bungle for themselves or wait till he was done, shut him- 
self into his pantry, and there, — to borrow a hospital 
phrase, — gormed, Ben often left nothing for himself, or 
took cheerfully such cold bits as remained when ail the 
rest were served ; so patiently feeding the weak, being 
hands and feet to the maimed, and a pleasant provider 
for all that, as one of the boys said, — ^^ It gives a relish 
to the vittles to have Ben fetch *em." If one were rest- 
less, Ben carried him in his strong arms ; if one were 
undergoing the sharp torture of the surgeon's knife, Ben 
held him with a touch as firm as kind ; if one were home- 
sick, Ben wrote letters for him with great hearty blots 
and dashes under all the affectionate or important words. 
More than one poor fellow read his fate in Ben*8 pitiful 
eyes, and breathed his last breath away on Ben*a broad 
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breast, — always a quiet piDow till its work was done, 
then it would heave with genuine grief, as his big hand 
aoftlj dosed the tired ejes, and made another comrade 
ready for the last review. The war shows us many Bens« 
— for the same power of human pity which makes 
women brave also makes men tender ; and each is the 
womanlier, the manlier, for these revelations of unsus- 
pected strength and sympathies. 

At twelve o'clock dinner was the prevailing idea m 
ward No. 8, and when the door opened every man sniffed, 
for savory odors broke loose from the kitchens and went 
roaming about the house. Now this Christmas dinner 
had been much talked of; for certain charitable and 
patriotic persons had endeavored to provide every hospi* 
tal in Washington with materials for this time*honored 
feast. Some mistake in the list sent to head-quarters, 
some unpardonable neglect of orders, or some premedi- 
tated robbery, caused the long-expected dinner in the ^— 
Hospital to prove a dead failure ; but to which of these 
causes it was attributable was never known, for the deep- 
est mystery enveloped that sad transaction. The fiill 
weight of the dire disappointment was mercifully light- 
ened by premonitions of the impending blow. Barney 
was often missing ; for the attendants were to dine en 
stotsa after the patients were done, therefore a speedy 
banquet for the latter parties was ardently desired, and 
he probably devoted his energies to goading on the cooks. 
Prom time to time he appeared in the doorway, flushed 
and breathless, made some thrilling announcement, and 
vanished, leaving ever-increasing appetite, impatience 
and expectation, behind him. 

Dinner was to be served at one ; at half-past twelve 
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Barney prodaimed, *^ Dere ain't no yegetables bat squash 
and pitaters.^ A universal groan arose; and several 
indignant parties on a short allowance of meat conbigned 
the defaulting cook to a warmer climate than the tropical 
one he was then enjoying. At twenty minutes to one» 
Bamej increased the excitement bj whispering, omi* 
nouslj, ^^ I say, de puddins isn't plummy ones.'* 

*« Fling a piller at him and shut the door, Ben," roared 
one irascible being, while several others not fond of pud- 
dings received the fiust with equanimity. At quarter to 
one Barney piled up the agony by adding the bitter 
information, ** Dere isn't but two turiLeys for dis ward, 
and dey's little fellers.'* 

Anxiety instantly appeared in every countenance, and 
intricate calculations were made as to how far the two 
fowls would go when divided among thirty men ; also 
friendly warnings were administered to several of the 
feebler gentlemen not to indulge too freely, if at all, for 
fear of relapses. Once more did the bird of evil omen 
return, for at ten minutes to one Barney croaked through 
the key-hole, ^^ Only jes half ob de pies has come, gen'l'- 
men." That capped the climax, for the masculine palate 
has a predilection for pastry, and mince-pie was the sheet- 
anchor to which all had clung when other hopes went 
down. Even Ben looked dismayed ; not that he expected 
anything but the perfume and pickings for his share, but 
he had set his heart on having the dinner an honor to the 
institution and a memorable feast for the men, so far 
away from home, and all that usually makes the day a 
festival among the poorest. lie looked patheticaUy grave 
as Turner began to fret, Sam began to swear under his 
breath, Hayward to sif^, Joe to wish it was all over, and 
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the reat began to vent their emotions with a freedom which 
was anything bnt inspiring. At that moment Miss Hale 
eame in with a great basket of apples and oranges in one 
hand, and several conviTial-looking bottles in the other* 

^Here is our dessert, bojsl A kind friend remem- 
bered OS, and we will drink her health in her own eurrant 
wine/' 

A feeble smile circulated round the room, and in some 
sanguine bosoms hope reviyed again. Ben briaklj emp- 
tied the basket, while Miss Hale whispered to Joe, — 

^^ I know jou would be glad to get awaj from the 
confusion of this next hour, to enjoj a breath of fresh 
air, and dine ^nietlj with Mrs. Burton round the comer, 
wouldn't you?'' 

^^ Oh, ma'am, so much I the noise, the smells, the fret 
and flurry, make me sick just to think of I But how can 
I go? that dreadful ambulance 'most killed me last time, 
and I'm weaker now." 

^^ My dear boy, I haye no thought of trying that agun 
till our ambulances are made fit for the use of weak and 
wounded men. Mrs. Burton's carriage is at the door, 
with her motherly self inside, and all you haye got to do 
b to let me bundle you up, and Ben carry you out." 

With a long sigh of relief Joe submited to both these 
firooesses, and when his nurse watched his happy face as 
the carriage slowly rolled away, she felt well repaid for 
the Httlo sacrifice of rest and pleasure so quietly made i 
for Mrs. Burton came to carry her, not Joe, away. 

^^Now, Ben, help me to make this unfortunate dinner 
go off as well as we can," she whispered. ^^ On many 
accounts it is a men^ that the men are spared the temp* 
tatlons of a more generous meal ; pray don't tell thum 
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80, but make the best of it, as 70a know very well how 
lodo." 

«^ m tiy mj best, Miss Hale, but Pm no less disap* 
pointed, for some of 'em, being no better than children^ 
haye been lining on the thoughts of it for a week, and it 
eomes hard to give it up.** 

If Ben had been an oldrtime patriarch, and the thirty 
bojB his sons, he could not have spoken with a more 
paternal regret, or gone to work with a better will. Pni- 
ting several small tables together in the middle of the 
room, he left Miss Hale to make a judicious display of 
plates, knives and forks, while he departed for the ban* 
quet. Presently he returned, bearing the youthful tm> 
keys and the vegetables in his tray, followed by Barney, 
looking unutterable things at a plum-pudding baked in a 
milk-pan, and six very small pies. Miss Hale played a 
lively tattoo as the procession approached, and, when the 
viands were arranged, with the red and yellow fruit pret- 
tily heaped up in the middle, it really did look like a 
dinner. 

*^ Here's richness I here's the delicacies of the season 
and the comforts of life I " said Ben, falling back to sur- 
vey the table with as much apparent satisfaction as if it 
had been a lord mayor's feast. 

^* Come, hurry up, and give us our dinner, what there 
Is of it I " grumbled Sam. 

^* Boys, ' continued Ben, beginning to cut up the tui^ 
keys, ^^tliese noble birds have been sacrificed for the 
defenders of their country ; they will go as far as ever 
they can, and. when they can't go any farther, we shall 
endeavor to supply their deficiencies with soup or ham, 
oysters having given out unexpectedly. Put it to vote | 
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both haye been provided on this joyftd occasioii, and a 
word will fetch either.'* 

^^ Ham I ham I ^ resounded firom all sides. Sonp was 
an eveiy-daj affair, and therefore repudiated with scorn ; 
but ham, being a rarity, was accepted as a proper reward 
of merit and a tacit acknowledgment of their wrongs. 

The ^^ noble birds'* did go as fieur as possible, and were 
handsomely assisted by their fellow martyr. The pudding 
was not as plummy as could haye been desired, but a 
slight exertion of fancy made the crusty knobs do du^ 
for raisins. The pies were smaU, yet a laugh added 
flavor to the mouthftd apiece, for, when Miss Hale asked 
Ben to cut them up, that individual regarded her with an 
inquiring aspect as he said, in his drollest tone, — 

^' I wouldn't wish to appear stupid, ma'am, but, when 
you mention ^ pies,' I presume you allude to these trifles. 
* Tarts,' or ^patties,' would meet my views better, in 
speaking of the third course of this lavish dinner. As 
such I will do my duty by 'em, hoping that the appetites 
is to match." 

Carefully dividing the six pies into twenty-nine dimin- 
ntive wedges, he placed each in the middle of a large 
dean plate, and handed them about with the gravity of 
an undertaker. Dinner had restored good humor to 
many ; this hit at the pies put the finishing touch to it^ 
and from that moment an atmosphere of jollity prevailed. 
Healths were drunk in currant wine, apples and oranges 
flew about as an impromptu game of ball was got up« Miss 
Hale sang a Christmas carol, and Ben gambolled like a 
sportive giant as he cleared away. Pausing in one of 
his prances to and fro, he beckoned the nurse out, and« 
when she followed, hvided her a plate heaped up with 



333 CAMP AND FIRX8IDS STOKIBS. 

good things from a better table thaii abe ever siA el 
now. 

^' From the matron, ma'am. G>me right in here and 
eat it whik it's hot ; thej are most through in the dining- 
room, and joull get nothing half ao nice,** said Ben, 
leading the way into his pantry and pointing to a snnnj 
window-seat. 

*^ Are you sore she meant it for me, and not for your* 
self, Ben?'' 

'< Of course she did 1 Why, what should I do with it, 
when Fve just been feastin' sumptuous in this very 
room?" 

*^ I don't exactly see what you have been feasting on," 
said Miss Hale, glancing round the tidy pantiy as she sat 
down. 

^^ Havin' eat up the food and washed up the dishes, it 
naturally follows that you don't see, ma'am* But if I go 
off in a fit by-and-by you'll know what it's owin' to," 
answered Ben, vainly endeavoring to look like a man 
suffering from repletion. 

^^ Such kind fibs are not set down against one, Ben, so 
tl win eat your dinner, for if I don't I know you will 
throw it out of the window to prove that you can't 
eat it." 

^^ Thankee ma'am, Pm afraid I should ; for, at the 
rate he's going on, Barney wouldn't be equal to it," said 
Ben, looking very much relieved, as he polished his last 
powter fork and hung his towels' up to dry. 

A pretty general siesta followed the excitement of din* 
ner, but by three o'clock the public mind was ready for 
amusement, and the arrival of Sam's box provided it. 
He was asleep when it was brought in and q'lietly depos* 
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ked at his bed's foot, ready to surprise him on ati^akiDg, 
Fhe advent of a box was a great eyent, for the fiNrtooale 
receiver seldom failed to ^^ stand treat,** and next best to 
getting things from one's own home was the getting them 
from some other boy's home* This was an unnsnally 
large box, and all felt impatient to have it opened, though 
Sam's exceeding crustiness prevented the indulgence of 
great expectations. Presently he roused, and the first 
thing his eye fell upon was the box, with his own name 
spram ling over it in big black letters. As if it were 
merely the continuance of his dream, he stared stupidly 
at it for a moment, then rubbed his eyes and sat up, ex- 
claiming, — 

''HuUol that's mine I" 

^^Ahl who said it wouldn't come? who hadn't the 
fiaiith of a grasshf^per? and who don't half deserve it for 
being a Barker by nater as by name?" cried Ben, em- 
phasizing each question with a bang on the box, as he 
waited, hammer in hand, for the arrival of the ward- 
master, whose duty it was to oversee the opening of such 
matters, lest contraband articles should do mischief to 
tiie owner or his neighbors. 

^^ Ain't it a jolly big one? Knock it open, and don't 
wait for anybody or anything 1 " cried Sam, tumbling off 
his bed and beating impatiently on the lid with his one 
hand. 

In came the ward-master, off came the cover, and out 
eame a motley collection of apples, socks, dou^-nuts, 
paper, pickles, photographs, pocket-handkerchiefs, gin- 
gerbread, letters, jelly, newspapers, tobacco, and cologne. 
^'All right, ghid it's come, — don't kill yourself," said the 
ward-masser, as he took a hasty survey and walked of 
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Again. Drawing the box nearer the bed^ Ben delipatety 
followed, and Sam was left to brood oyer his treasures in 



At first all the others, following Ben's example, made 
elaborate pretences of going to sleep, being absorbed in 
books, or utterly uninterested in the outer world. But 
Tei J soon curiosity got the better of politeness, and one 
bj one thej all turned round and stared. Tbey might 
haye done so from the first, for Sam was perfectly nocon* 
scious of everything but his own affairs, and, having read 
the letters, looked at the pictures, unfolded the bundles, 
turned everything inside out and upside down, tasted all 
the eatables and made a spectacle of himself with jelly, 
he paused to get his breath and find his way out of the 
confusion he had created. Presently he called out, — 

^* Miss Hale, will you come and right up my duds for 
me?** adding, as her woman's hands began to bring 
matters straight, ^' I don't know what to do with 'em all, 
for some won't keep long, and it will take pretty steady 
eating to get through 'em in time, supposin' appetite 
holds out." 

*^ How do the others manage with their things?" 

^^ Tou know they give 'em away ; but PU be hanged 
if I do, for they are always callin' names and pokin' fun 
at me. Guess they won't get anything out of me now." 

The old morose look came back as he spoke, for it had 
disappeared while reading the home letters, touching the 
home gifts. Still busily folding and arranging. Miss 
Hale asked, — 

' You know the story of the Three Cakes ; which are 
^ going to be — Harry, Peter, or Billy? " 

Sam began to laugh at this sudden application of the 
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irarsery legend ; and, seeing her adysntage. Miss Hals 
porsQcd it : 

^* We all know how much you have suffered, and all 
respect jou for the courage with which you have borne 
your long confinement and your loss ; but don't yon think 
you have given the boys some cause for making fun of 
you, as you say? You used to be a favorite, and can be 
again, if you will only put off these crusty ways, which 
will grow upon you faster than you think. Better lose 
both arms than cheerfulness and self-control, Sam/' 

Pausing to see how her little lecture was received, sht 
saw that Sam's better self was waking up, and added yet 
another word, hoping to help a mental ailment as she 
had done so many physical ones. Looking up at him 
with her kind eyes, she said, in a lowered voice, — 

^^ This day, on which the most perfect life began, is a 
good day for all of us to set about making ourselves 
readier to foUow that divine example. Troubles arv 
helpers if we take them kindly, and the bitterest may 
sweeten us for all our lives. Believe and try this, Sam, 
and when yon go away from us let those who love you 
find that two battles have been fought, two victories 
won." 

Sam made no answer, but sat thoughtfully picking at 
the hair^aten cookey in his hand. Presently he stole a 
glance about the room, and, as if all helps were waiting 
for him, his ey^ met Joe's. From his solitary corner by 
the fire and the bed he would seldom leave again until he 
went into his grave, the boy smiled back at him so 
heartily, so happily, that something gtished warm across 
Sam's heart as he looked down upon the faces of mother, 
sister, sweetheart, scattered round him, and remembered 
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how poor Ilia comrade was in all sach tender tlea, 
and jet how rich in that beautiftQ content, which, " hay« 
ing nothing, yet hath alL** The man had no words in 
which to express this feeling, but it came to him and did 
him good, as he proved in his own way. *^ Miss Hale,** 
he said, a little awkwardly, ** I wish you'd pick out what 
yon think each would like, and give 'em to the boys.'* 

He got a smile in answer that drove him to his cookey 
as a refuge, for his lips would tremble, and he felt half 
proud, half ashamed to have earned such bright approvaL 

^^Let Ben help you, — he knows better than I. But 
you must give them all yourself, it will so surprise and 
please the boys ; and then to-morrow we will write a 
capital letter home, telling what a jubilee we made over 
their fine box/' 

At this proposal Sam half repented ; but, as Ben came 
lumbering up at Miss Hale's summons, he laid hold of 
his new resolution as if it was a sort of shower-bath and 
he held the string, one pull of which would finish the 
baptism. Dividing his most cherished possession, which 
(alas for romance I) was the tobacco, he bundled the 
larger half into a paper, whispering to Miss Hale, — 

** Ben ain't exactly what you'd call a miuisterin' angel 
to look at, but he is amazin' near one in his ways, so Fm 
goin to begin with him." 

Up came tlie ^^ ministering angol," in red flannel and 
cow-hide boots ; and Sam tucked the little parcel into his 
pocket, saying, as he began to rummage violently in 
the box, — 

^^ Now jest hold your tongue, and lend a hand here 
about these things." 

Ben was so taken aback by this proceeding that he 
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•tared blanklj, till a look from Mim Hale enlightened 
him ; and, taking his cue, he played his pari as well as 
could be expected on so short a notice. Clapping Sam 
on the shoulder,^- not the bad one, Ben was always 
thonghtftil of those things, — he exclaimed heartily, — 

*^ I always said you'd come round when this poor arm 
of yours got a good start, and here you are jolliei-^n ever. 
Lend a hand 1 so I will, a pair of 'em* What's to do? 
Pack these traps up again?'' 

** No ; I want yon to tell what yav^d do with 'em if 
they were yours* Free, you know, — as free as if they 
really was." 

Ben held on to the box a minute as if this second sur* 
prise rather took him off hb legs ; but another look from 
the prime mover in this resolution steadied him, and he 
fell to work as if Sam had been in the habit of being 
"free." 

^' Well, let's see. I think Fd put the clothes and sich 
into this smaller box that the bottles come in, and stan' 
it under the table, handy. Here's newspapers — pictures 
m 'em, too I I should make a circulatan' lib'ry of them ; 
theyll be a real treat. Pickles — weU, I guess I should 
keep them on the winder here as a kind of a relish dinner* 
times, or to pass along to them as longs for 'em. Cologne 
^ that's a dreadful handsome bottle, ain't it? lliat, now, 
would be flistorate to give away to somebody as was very 
fond of it, — a kind of a delicate attention, you know,-— 
if you happen to meet such a person anywheres." 

Ben nodded towards Miss Hale, who was absorbed in 
folding pocket-lumdkerchiefs. Sam winked expressively, 
and patted the bottle as if congratulating himself that it 
was handsome, and that he did know what to do with it 
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The iMuilomiine was not deguit, but as much real aiRMy 
tion and respect went into it as if he had made a set 
speech, and presented the gift upon his knees, 

** The letters and photographs I should probably keep 
under my piller for a spell ; the jellj I'd give to Miss 
Hale, to use for the sick ones ; the cake-stuff and that 
pot of jam, that's gettin' ready to work, Fd stand treal 
with for tea, as dinner wasn't all we could have wished. 
The apples Fd keep to eat, and fling at Joe when he was 
too baidiinl to ask for one, and the iobaecer I would nU go 
lavishin' on folks that have no business to be eiyoyin' 
luxuries when many a poor feller is dyin' of want down 
to Charlestown. There, sirl that's what Pd do if any 
one was so clever as to send me a jolly box like this.'* 

Sam was enjoying the foil glow of his Bhower4>ath by 
ihis time. As Ben designated the various articles, he set 
them apart ; and when the inventory ended, he marched 
away with the first instalment : two of the biggest, rosiest 
apples for Joe, and all the pictorial papers. Pickles are 
not usually regarded as tokens of regard, but as Sam 
dealt them out one at a time, — for he would let nobody 
help him, and his single hand being the left, was as 
awkward as it was willing, — the boys' faces brightened ; 
for a friendly word accompanied each, which made the 
sour gherkins as welcome as sweetmeats. With every 
trip the donor's spirits rose; for Ben circulated freely 
between whiles, and, thanks to him, not an allusion to 
the past marred the satisfaction of the present. Jam, 
soda^biscuits, and cake, were such welcome additions to 
the usual bill of fare, that when supper was over a vote 
of thanks was passed, and speeches were made ; for, 
being true Amerioans, the ruling passion found vent in 
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the uami '^ Fellow-citisens I ** and aUnsioiu to the ** Stai«> 
spAOgled Banner/' After which Sam suhsided, feeling 
himself a pahlic benefiu^tor, and a man of mark* 

A perfectly easy, pleasant day throughout would be 
almiiet an impossibility in any hospital, and this one was 
Bo exception to the general rule ; for, at the usual time, 
Dr. Bangs went his rounds, leaving the customary amount 
of discomfort, discontent and dismay behind him. A 
skilful surgeon and an excellent man was Dr. Bangs, but 
not a sanguine or conciliatory individual ; many caree 
and crosses caused him to regard the world as one large 
hospital, and his fellow-beings all more or less danger* 
ously wounded patients in iU He saw life through the 
bluest of blue spectacles, and seemed to think that the 
sooner people quitted it the happier for them* He did 
his duty by the men, but if they recovered he looked 
half disappointed, and congratulated them with cheerftd 
prophecies that there would come a time when they 
would wish they hadn't. If one died he seemed relieved, 
and surveyed him with pensive satis&ction, saying 
heartily, — 

^^ He's comfortable, now, poor soul, and well out of 
this miserable world, thank Gk>d I ** 

But for Ben the sanitary influences of the doctor's 
ward would have been smaU, and Dante's doleful line 
night have been written on the threshold of the door, — 

** Who enters here leaves hope behind." 

Ben and the doctor perfectly understood and liked eadi 
other, but never agreed, and always skirmished over the 
boys as if manful cheerfulness and medical despair were 
fighting for the soul and body of each one. 
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*^ Wdl,^ begttii the docUw, lookiBg at Sam's arm. OTt 
rather, all that was left of that member after two ampu- 
tations, ^* we shall be ready for another turn at this in a 
claj or two if it don't mend fSs^ter. Tetanus sometimes 
follows such cases, but that is soon over, and I should 
not object to a case of it, hj way of variety •'^ Sam's 
hopeful face ie71, and he set his teeth as if the fatal 
symptoms were already felt. 

«» If one kind of lockjaw was more prcTailing than 
'tis, it wouldn't be a bad thing for some folks I could 
mention," observed Ben, covering the well-healed stump 
as carefully as if it were a sleeping baby ; adding, as the 
doctor walked away, ** There's a sanguinary old saw* 
bones for you I Why, bless your buttons, Sam, you are 
doing splendid, and he goes on that way because there's 
no chance of his having another cut at you I Now he's 
sqnenchin' Turner, jest as we've blowed a spark of spirit 
into him. If ever there was a bom extinguisher its 
Bangs 1" 

Ben rushed to the rescue, and not a mmute too soon ; 
for Turner, who now labored under the delusion that his 
recovery depended solely upon his getting out of bed 
•very fifteen minutes, was sitting by the fire, looking up 
at the doctor, who pleasantly observed, while feeling his 
pulse,— 

^^ So you are gettbg ready for another fever, are you? 
Well, we've grown rather fond of you, and will keep yon 
six weeks longer if you have set your heart on it." 

Turner looked nervous, for the doctor's jokes were 
always grim ones ; but Ben took the other hand in his, 
and gently rocked the chair as he replied, with great 
poUteness, — 
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•^TbiB robiiflt ocmTaleaoent of onrn would be ba|ypjr to 
obKge 70a, sir, bat he has a pressin' engagement up U 
Jersey for next week, and couldn't stop on no account. 
Tou see Miss Turner wants a careful nuss for little 
Greorgie, and he's a goin' to take the place.'' 

Feeling himself on the brink of a laugh as Turner sim* 
pered with a ludicrous mixture of pride in his baby and 
fear for himself, Dr. Bangs said, with unusual sternness 
and a glance at Ben, — 

^* Tou take the responsibility of this step upon your- 
self, do you? Very weU; then I wash my hands of 
Turner ; only, if that bed is empty in a week, don't lay 
the blame of it at my door.** 

^* Nothing shall induce me to do it, sir,** briskly re» 
sponded Ben. ^* Now then, turn in my boy, and sleep your 
prettiest for I wouldn't but disappoint that cheerfulest of 
men for a month's wages ; and that^s liberal, as I ain't 
likely to get it." 

^ llow is this young man after the rash dissipations of 
the day?" asked the doctor, pausing at the bed in the 
eomer, after he had made a lively progress down the 
room, hotly followed by Ben. 

^* Fm first-rate, sir," panted Joe, who always said so, 
though each day found him feebler than the last. Every 
one was kind to Joe, even the gruff doctor, whose man* 
ner softened, and who was forced to frown heavily to 
hide the pity in his eyes 

''How's the cough?" 

^^ Better, sir ; being weaker, I can't fight against it as 
I used to do, so it comes rather easier." 

'' Sleep any Inst night? " 

*' Not much ; but if s very pleasant laying here when 
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tfi6 room 18 Blin, mod no light bat Uie fire. Ben keeps it 
bright ; and, when I fret, he talkB to me, and makes the 
time go telling Btories till he gets 00 Bleepj he ean hardly 
speak. Dear old Ben 1 I hope hell hare some one as 
kind to him, when he needs it as I do now.** 

" He will get what he deserves bj-and-bj, 70Q may 
be sore of that,*' said the doctor, as severely as if Ben 
merited eternal condemnation. 

A great drop splashed, down npon the hearth mn Joe 
spoke ; but Ben pat his foot on it, and tamed about as 
if defying any one to say he shed it. 

«« Of aU the perverse and reckless women whom I have 
known in the coarse of a forty years* practice, dus one 
is the most perverse and reckless,** said the doctor, 
Abruptly addressing Miss Hale, who just then appeared, 
bringing Joe*s ^^posy-basket** back. ^^Tou will oblige 
me, ma*am, by sitting in this chair with your hands folded 
for twenty minutes ; the dock will then strike nine, and 
yott will go straight up to your bed.** 

Miss Hale demurely sat down, and the doctor ponder- 
ously departed, sighing regretfully as he went through 
the room, as if disappointed that the whole thirty were 
not lying at death*s door ; but on the threshold he turned 
about, exclaimed ^^ Grood-night, boys I Grod bless you 1 ** 
and vanished as precipitately as if a trap-door had swat 
lowed him up. 

Miss Hale was a perverse woman in some things ; fin*, 
instead of folding her tired hands, she took a rusty-cov* 
ered volume from the mantle-piece, and, sitting by Joe*s 
bed, began to read aloud. One by one all other sounds 
grew still ; one by one the men composed themselves to 
listen ; and one by one the words of the sweet old Ckristi 
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mas stoiy came to Uiem; as the woman's quiet Toioe went 
reading on. If any wounded spirit needed balm, if any 
hungry heart asked food, if any upright purpose, new- 
bom aspiration, or sincere repentance wavered for wsnt 
ttf human strength, all found help, hope, and consolation 
In the beautiful and blessed influences of the book, the 
teadefi and the hour. 

The bells rung nine, the lights grew dim, the day's 
work was done ; but Miss Hale lingered beside Joe's bed, 
tor his jGgu» wore a wistftd look, and he seemed loath to 
have her go. 

««What is it, dear?" she said; ««what cani do £br 
fou before I leave you to Ben's care? " 

He drew her nearer, and whispered earnestly, — * 

^^ It's something that I know you'll do for me, because 
I can't do it for myself, not as I want it done, and you 
san. Tm going pretty fiast now, ma'am; and when— > 
when some one else is laying here, I want you to tell the 
boys, — every one, firom Ben to Barney, — how much I 
ihanked 'em, how much I loved 'em, and how glad I 
was that I had known 'em, even for such a little while.'' 

«« Yes, Joe, 111 tell them all. What else can I do, 
my boy?" 

^ Only let me say to you what no one else must say for 
me, that all I want to live for is to try and do something 
in my poor way to show you how I thank you, ma'am. It 
isn't what you've said to me, it isn't what you've done 
for me alone, that makes me grateful ; it's because you've 
learned me many things without knowing it, showed me 
what I ought to have been before, if I'd had any one to 
tell me how, and made this such a happy, home-like 
place, I shall be sorry when I have to go." 
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Poor Joel it must have fared hardly with him all 
those twenty years, if a hospital seemed home-like, and 
a little sympathy, a little care, could fill him with such 
earnest gratitude. He stopped a moment to lay his cheek 
upon the hand he held in both of his, then hurried on aa 
if he felt hia breath beginning to give out : 

*^ I dare say many boys have said this to you, ma'amp 
better than I can, for I don't say half I feel ; but I know 
that none of 'em ever thanked you as I thank yon in my 
heart, or ever loved you as Fll love you all my life. 
To-day I hadn't anything to give you, I'm so poor ; but 
I wanted to tell you this, on the last Christnuui I shall 
ever see." 

It was a very humble kiss he gave that hand ; but the 
fervor of a first love warmed it, and the sincerity of a 
great gratitude made it both a precious and pathetic gift 
to one who, half unconsciously, had made this brief and 
barren life so rich and happy at its dose. Aim-ays 
womanly and tender, Miss Hale's &oe was doubly so as 
she leaned over him, whispering,-— 

^ I have had my present, now. Good-night, Joe." 
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rB doek 0troek ehren. 
^^Look again, Grabriel ; is there no light comiugF'* 

** Not a rajr, mother, and the night eeems to darkea 
every instant. " 

** Sureljr, half an honr is time enough to reach the 
main land and find Dr. Firth." 

«« Ample time ; bnt Alec probably found the doctor ab 
sent, and is waiting for him.*' 

*^Bat I bade the boy leave my message, and retom at 
once. Every moment is precious ; what can we do?** 

'' Nothing but wait.*" 

An impatient sigh was the only answer vouchsafed to 
the unpalatable advice, and silence fell again upon the 
anxious watchers in the room. Still leaning in the deep 
recess of the window, the young man looked out into the 
murky night, listened to the fiow of the great river rolling 
to the sea, and let the unquiet current of his thoughts 
diifi him whithersoever it would. His imaginative tem- 
perament found a sad similitude between the night and 
bis own mood, for neither his physical nor mental eye 
could see what lay before him, and in his life there 
seemed to have come an hour as full of sospense, as 
prophetic of storm, as that which now oppressed the eartli 
and lowered in the sky. 

(345) 
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Every instant that brought the peace of death nearer 
to the fatlier, also brought the cares of life nearer to Ihe 
son, and their grim aspect daunted him. The child of a 
Northern mother, bred at the North by her dying desiret 
he had been summoned home to take the old man's place, 
and receive a slave-cursed inheritance into his keeping. 
Had he stood alone, his task would have been an easy 
one ; for an upright nature, an enthusiastic spirit, would 
have found more sweetness than bitterness in a sacrifice 
made for consci«ice sake, more pride than pain in a jusi 
deed generously performed. But a step-mother and her 
daughters were dependent on him now, for the old man's 
sudden seizure left him no time to make provision for 
them ; and the son found a double burden laid upon his 
shoulders when he returned to what for years had been a 
loveless home to him. To reduce three delicately nur- 
tured women to indigence seemed a cruel and Quixotic 
act to others, a very hard, though righteous one to him ; 
for poverty looked less terrible than affluence founded 
upon human blood and tears. He had resolved to set 
aside all private ambitions and aspirations that he might 
dedicate his life to his kindred ; had manfully withstood 
iheir ridicule and reproaches, and only faltered when, in 
theii hour of bereavement, they appealed to him with 
tears and prayers. Then pity threatened to conquer 
principle, for Gabriel's heart was as gentle as it was gen* 
erous. Three days of sorrowful suspense and inward strifb 
had passed ; now death seemed about to set its seal upon 
one life, and irresolution to mar another, for Gabriel still 
wavered between duty and desire, crying within himself, 
*^ Lord, help me I I see the right, but I am not strong 
enough to do it ; let it be decided for me." 
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It was — saddenly, entirely, and forever I 

The tinkleof a beU roused him from his moody reTerie, 
and, without quitting the shadow of the halMrawn cnav 
tain, he watched the scene before him with the interest 
of one in whom both soul and sense were alert to inter* 
pret and accept the diyine decree which he had asked, ia 
whatever guise it came. 

The bell summoned a person whose entrance seemed 
to bring warmth, vitality and light into that gloomy room, 
although she was only a servant, with the blood of a 
despised race in her veins. More beautiful than either 
of her young mistresses, she looked like some briDiant 
flower of the tropics beside two pale exotics, and the 
unavoidable consciousness of this showed itself in the 
skill with which she made her simple dress a foil to her 
beauty, in the carriage of her graceful head and the sad 
pride of her eyes, as if, being denied all the other righU 
of womanhood, the slave clung to and cherished the one 
possession which those happier women lacked. As she 
entered, noiselessly, she gave one keen, comprehensive 
glance about the room, —a glance that took in the gray 
head and pallid face upon the pillow, the languid lady 
sitting at the bedside, the young sisters spent with weep* 
ing and watching, half asleep in either comer of a couch, 
and the man's glovs that lay beside a brace of pistols on 
a distant table. Then her eyes fell, all expression fiided 
from her face, and she stood before her mistress with a 
meek air, curiously at variance with the animated aspect 
she had worn on entering. 

«» Milly, are you sure you gave Alec my message c(ir» 
rectly? ** asked Mrs. Butler, imperiously, with a look of 
onooucealed dislike. 
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'* Yes, miasis, I gave it word for word.** 

The voice that answered would have gone straight to a 
stranger^s heart and made it ache, for a world c^ hope- 
less patience rendered its music pathetic, and dignified the 
little speech, as if the woman's spirit attered a protest in 
every word that passed her lips. 

^ He has been gone nearly an hour. I can wait no 
longer. Tell Andy to go at once and see what keeps him.'' 

^< Andy's down at the landmg, seeing to the boats 
before the storm, missis." 

*^ Let Tony do that, and send Andy off at once." 

*^ Tony^s too cut up with his last whipping t^ stir." 

*^ How very tiresome I Where is overseer Neal ? " 

"Sick, missis." 

" Sick I I saw him two hours ago, and he was pep- 
ftotly well then." 

" He was taken very suddenly, but hell be out of 
pain by morning." 

As Milly spoke, with a slight motion of the lips that 
would have been a scornful smile had she not checked it, a 
fiunt, far-off cry came on the wind ; a cry of mortal fear 
or pain it seemed, and so full of ominous suggestion that, 
though inured to sounds of suffering, Mrs. Butler invol- 
untarily exclaimed, — 

"What is that?" 

^^ It's only Rachel screaming for her baby ; the last 
thing old master did was to sell it, and she's been crazy 
over since," answered Milly, with a peculiar quickening 
of the breath and a sidelong glance. 

" Foolish creature I but never mind her now : tell me 
who is abou^ tliat I can send for Dr. Firth." 

** There's no one in the house but blind Sandra and me.' 
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^ Wbat do foa dmaq? Who gave tbe people leava 
•ogo?- 

"I did." 

Hitherto tiie girl had spoken in the Bobdned tone of a 
well trained serrant, though there was no trace of her 
race in her (^)eech bnt a word or two here and there ; for 
WS\fB beauty had secnred for her all the advantages 
which would increase her value as a chattel. But in the 
utterance of the last two words her voice rose with a 
audden ring that arrested Mrs. Bntler^s attention, and 
caused her to glance sharply at the girl. MiUy stood 
liefore her meek and motionless, and not an eyelash stirred 
during that brief scrutiny. Her mistress could not see 
the miogled triumph and abhorrence burning in those 
averted ejeaj did not observe the dose dendiing of the 
hand that hung at her side, nor guess what a sea of black 
and bitter memories was surging in her comely hand- 
maid's heart. 

*^ How dared you send the servants away without my 
orders?'* demanded Mrs. Butler, in an irritated and irri- 
tating voice. 

^^ Master Gabriel said the house must be kept very 
quiet on old master^s account ; I couldn't make the boys 
.mind, so I sent them to the quarters." 

^This is not the first time you have presumed upon 
my son's favor, and exceeded my orders. You have 
been spoiled by indulgence, but that shall be altered soon." 

^* Yes, missis, — it diall ; " and as the girl added the 
latter words below her breath, there was a glitter as of 
white teeth firmly set lest some impetuous speech should 
break loose in spite of her. Her mistress did not mail 
that little demonstration, for her mind was occuniAd 
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with its oiM care, as she said, half aloud, half te 

herself, — 

*^What shall I do? The night is passing, your master 
needs help, and Alec has evidentljr forgotten, or nevei 
received, my message/* 

For the first time an expression of anxiety was visibk 
eo Mill/s face, and there was more eagerness than 
deference in her suggestion : 

^^ Master Gahriel might go ; it would save time and 
make the matter sure, as missis douhts my word.** 

^^ It is impessihle ; his father might rouse and ask foi 
him, and I will not he left alone. It is not his place to 
carry messages, nor yours to propose it. Quick I liftyoui 
master's head, and chafe his hands* Grod help us all I ** 

A low sigh from the hed caused the sudden change 
from displeasure to distress, as Mrs. Butler bent over her 
husband, forgetful of all else. What a strange smile 
flashed across Milly's face, and kindled the dark fire of 
her eyes, as she looked down upon the nu&ster and mis 
tress, whose helplessness and grief touched no chord of 
pity or sympathy in her heart I Only an instant did she 
stand so, but in that instant the expression of her face 
was fully revealed, not to the drowsy sisters, but to 
Gabriel in his covert. He saw it, but before he could 
fathom its significance it was hidden from him ; and when 
his mother looked up there was nothing to be seen but 
the handsome head bending over the pale hand that Milly 
was assiduously chafing. Something in the touch of 
-those warm palms seemed to rouse in the old man a 
momentary flicker of memory and strength, for the last 
thought that that had disturbed his failing consciousness 
iound utterance in broken words : 
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<^I promiflod her her liberty, — she ehall have it ; wait 
a litUe, Millj, — wait till I am better/* 

*^ Yes, roaster, I can wait now ; ** and the girrs eye 
turned toward the clock with an impatient glance. 

The old man did not hear her, for, with an incoherent 
murmur, he seemed to sink into a deeper leihargy ihao 
before. His wife believed him dying ; and cried, as she 
wrung her hands in a paroxysm of despairing help> 
lessness, — 

^' Look out, Milly, look out I and if no one is coming, 
run to the quarters and send off the first boy you meet.'' 

Milly moved deliberately toward the window, but 
paused half-way to ask, with the same shade of anxiety 
flitting over her face, — 

«^ Where is Master Gabriel? shouldn't he be cfJled?** 

** He was here a moment ago, and has gone to the 
landing, doubtless ; you can call him as you go." 

With sudden eagerness the girl glided to the window, 
now too intent upon some purpose of her own to see tlie 
dark outline of a figure half concealed in the deep folds 
of the curtain ; and, leaning far out, she peered into 
the gloom with an intentness that sharpened every 
feature. 

^^ There is no one coming, missis,'' she said, raising 
her voice unnecessarily, as one listener thought, unless 
the momentary stillness made any sound seem unusually 
loud. As the words left her lips, from below there came 
a soft chirp as of some restless bird ; it was twice re- 
peated, then came a pause, and in it, with a rapid, noise- 
less gesture, Milly drew a handkerchief from her pocket 
and dropped it from the window. It fluttered whitely 
for a moment, and as it disappeared an acute ear might 
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have caught the sound of fi>ot8teps stealing etealthily 
awaj. Milly evidentlj heard them, for an expression oi 
relief began to dawn upon her face. Suddenly it changed 
to one of terror, as, in the act of withdrawing her arm, 
s strong hand grasped it, and Gabriel's voice demanded,-* 

«« What does this mean, Milly ? '' 

For a moment she struggled h'ke some wild creature 
caught in a net, then steadied herself by a desperate 
effort, exclaiming, breathlessly, — - 

^^ Oh, Master Gabriel, how you frightened me I** 

^« I meant to. Now tell what all this means, at once 
and truly,'* he said, in a tone intended to be stem, but 
which was only serious and troubled. 

^^ All what means, sir?" she answered, feigning inno- 
cent surprise, though her eye never met his, and she still 
trembled in his hold. 

^^ Tou know ; the signals, the dropping of the hand- 
kerchief, the steps below there, and the figure creeping 
through the grass.'* 

*^ Muster must have quick eyes and ears to see and 
hear all that in such a minute. I ouly saw my handkei^ 
chiof drop by accident ; I only heard a bird (Jiirp, and 
one of the dogs creep round the house ; " but as she 
spoke she cast an uneasy glance over her shoulder into 
the night without. 

** Why lie to me, Milly? I have watched you ever 
siuco you came in, and you are not yourself to-nighU 
Something is wrong ; I've felt it all day, but thought it 
was anxiety for my poor father. Why are all the people 
sent off to the quarters? Why is Andy meddling with 
the boats without my orders? and why do you look, 
speak, and act in this inexplicable manner?" 
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*^ If master gels worried and imagines mischief when 
Ihere is none, I can't help i V she said, doggedly. 

Both while speaking and listening Gabriel had scruti- 
nised her closelj, and all he saw confirmed hb suspicion 
tliat something serious was amiss* In the slender wrist 
he held the pulse thrilled quick and strong ; he heard the 
rapid beating of her heart, the flutter of the breath upon 
her lips ; saw that her face was colorless, her eyes both 
restless and elusive. He was sure that no transient fear 
agitated her, but felt that some unwonted excitement pos- 
sessed her, threatenening to break out in spite of the 
self-control which years of servitude had taught her. 
What he had just seen and heard alarmed him ; for his 
&ther had been a hard master, the island was governed 
by fear alone, and he never trod the dykes that bounded 
the long, low rice-fields without feeling as if he walked 
upon a crater-crust which might crack and spew fire any 
day. Many small omens of evil had occurred of 
late, which now returned to his recollection with sinister 
significance; and the vague disquiet that had haunted 
him all day now seemed an instinotive premonition of 
impending danger. Many fears fiashed through his mind^ 
and one resolution was firmly fixed. His face grew stem, 
his voice commanding, and hb hand tightened its held 
as he said, — 

^^ Speak, MiUy, or I shall be tempted to use my author- 
ity as a master, and that I never wish to do. If there 
b any deviltry afloat I must know it ; and if you wiU not 
tell it me I shall search the island till I find it for myself.** 

She looked at htm for the first time, as he spoke, witlr 
a curious blending of defiance for the master and admi- 
ration for the man. Hb last words changed it to one o^ 
•3 
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fear ; and her free hand was extended as if to har hit 
way, while she said, below her breath, and with another 
glance into the enter gloom, — 

^^Tou are safe here, but if 70a leave the hoose it wiU 
eost yon yonr life." 

^^ Then it must ; for if you will not show me the periL 
I swear Fll go to meet it blindly.'' 

«« No, no, wait a little ; I dare not tell I " 

** You shall tell. I am the mistress here, and have 
borne enough. Speak, girl, at once, or this proud spirit 
of yours shall be broken till yon do.'* 

Mrs. Butler had heard all that passed, had approached 
them, and being a woman who was by turns imperious, 
peevish, and passionate, she yielded to the latter impulse 
as she spoke, and gave the girl's shoulder an impatient 
shake, as if to^orce the truth out of her. The touch, 
the tone, were like sparks to powder ; for the smoulder- 
ing 6re blazed up as Milly flung her off, wrenched her- 
self free from Gabriel, and turned on his mother with a 
look that sent her back to her husband trembling and 
dismayed. 

*^ Yes, I win speak, though it is too soon 1 " cried 
Milly, with a short, sharp laugh. '^ They may kill me 
for telling before the time ; I can't help it ; I must have 
one hour of freedom, if I die the next. There w devil- 
try afloat to>night, and it is yourselves you may blame 
for it. We can't bear any more, and before a new master 
oomes to torment us like the old one, weVe determined 
to try for liberty, though there'll be bloody work before 
we get it. The boys are not at the quarters, but fifty 
are waiting at the rice-mill till midnight, and then they'll 
oome up hero to do as tliey've been done by. While 
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tiie7 wait they're beginning with oyerseer Neal ; whip- 
ping, burning, torturing him, for aU I know, as other 
men, and women too, have been whipped, burnt and 
tortured there. That was his scream you heard. AJec 
never went for the doctor; Andy^s guarding the boats 
till we want them; big Mocie is watching round the 
house ; the alarm bell's down ; Tve cleared the house of 
arms, and spoilt the pistob that I dared not take ; Master 
Grabriel's the only white man on the island, and there's 
no help for you imless the Lord turns against us. Who 
is the mistress now? ** 

The girl paused there, breathless but exultant, for the 
words had poured from her lips as if the pent-up degra- 
dation, wrath and wrong of nineteen years had broken 
bounds at last and must overflow, even though they 
wrecked her by their vehemence. Some spirit stronger 
than herself seemed to possess and speak out of her, 
making her look like an embodied passion, beautiful, yet 
terrible, as she glanced from face to face, seeing how pale 
and panic-stricken each became, as her rapid words made 
visible the retribution that hung over them. Gabriel 
stood aghast at the swift and awful answer given to his 
prayer; the daughters fled to their mother's arms for 
shelter ; the wife clung to her husband for the protection 
which he could no longer give, and, as if dragged back 
to life by the weight of a woe, such as he had himself 
inflicted upon others, the old man rose up in his bed, 
speechless, helpless, yet conscious of the dangers of the 
hour, and doubly daunted by death's terrors, because so 
powerless to sucu>r those for whom he had periled his 
own soul. A bitter cry broke from him as his last look 
showed him the impending doom which all his impotent 
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remorse could not mvert^ and in that cry tiie old mau'i 
spirit passed, to find that, ercn for such as he, Infinite 
jostioe was tempered by Infinite mercy. 

During the few moments in which Uie wife and daugh* 
ters forgot fear in sorrow, and the son took hurried 
oonnsel with himself how best to meet the coming 
danger, Hilly was learning that the bitter far exceeds 
the sweet in human yengeance. The slave exulted ia 
the freedom so dearly purchased, but the woman felt that 
in avenging them her wrongs had lost their dignity, and 
though she had changed places with her mistress, she 
found that power did not bring her peace. She had no 
skill to analyse the feeling, no words in which to express 
jl, even to herself, but she was so strongly conscious of 
it, that its mysterious power marred the joy she thought 
to feel, and forced her to ooniess that in the hour of 
expected triumph she was baffled and defeated by her 
own conscience. With women doomed to a fato like 
hers, the higher the order of intolligence the deeper the 
sense of degradation, the more intense the yearning for 
liberty at any price. Milly had always rebelled against 
her lot, although, compared with that of her class, it had 
not been a hard one till the elder Butler bought her, that 
his son, seeing slavery in such a bvely form, might learn 
to love it. But Gabriel, in his brief visits, soon convinced 
his father that no temptation could undermine his sturdy 
Northern sense of right and justice, and though he might 
easily learn to love the beautiful woman, he could not 
learn to oppress the slave whose utter helplessness ap- 
pealed to all that was manliest in him. 

Milly felt this deeply, and knew that the few black 
drops in her veins parted herself and Oabriel more hope* 



AN HOUR. 357 

lesdj than the widest eeae that ever roDed between two 
lovers. This inexorable fact made aU the world look 
dark to her; life became a burden, and one purpose 
akme sustained her, — the resolution to achieve her own 
liberty, to enjoy a brief triumph over those who had 
wronged her, then to die, and find compensation for a 
hapless human love in the fatherly tenderness of a Divine 
one. She had prayed, worked and waited for this hour, 
with all the ardor, energy and patience of her nature, 
Tet when it came she was not satisfied ; a sense of guilt 
oj^ressed her, and the loss seemed greater than the gain. 
Gabriel had given her a look which wounded more deeply 
than the 8haq>est reproach ; and the knowledge that she 
had forfeited the confidence he had always shown her, 
now made her gloomy when she would have been glad, 
humble when she thought to have been proudest. Ga- 
briel saw and understood her mood, felt that Uieir only 
hope of deliverance lay in her, and while his mother and 
sisters lamented for the dead, he bestirred himself to 
save the living. 

^* Miny,** he began, with sad seriousness, ^^ we deserve 
no mercy, and I ask none for myself; I only implore yon 
to spare the women and give me time to atone for the 
weak, the wicked hesitation which has brought us to this 
pass. I meant to free you all as soon as you were legally 
mine, as it was too late for my father to endear his mem- 
ory by one just act. But it was hard to make my mother 
and my sisters poor, and so I waited, hoping to be shown 
some way by which I could be just and generous both to 
you and them.'' 

^' Three women were more precious than two hundred 
helplesB creatures in the eyes of a Ohristiaa gentleroaa 
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from the free North I Fm glad 70a told me this ; ^ and 
there was something like oontempt in the look she gave 
her master. 

There was no answer to that, for it was tme ; and in 
the remorseful shame that sent the blood to Gabriel's 
forehead, he confessed the fact which he was too honest 
to deny. Still looking at her, with eyes that pleaded for 
him better than his words, he said, with a hnmilitj that 
conquered her disdain, — - 

<^I diall expiate that sin if I die to-night; and I wiQ 
give myself up to be dealt with as yon please, if you will 
save my mother and my sisters, and let them free you in 
my name. Before Grod and my dead father I promise 
this, upon my honor ! ** 

^ There are no witnesses to that but those whom Fll 
not trust ; honor means nothing to us who are not allowed 
to keep our own,** said Milly, looking moodily upon the 
ground, as if she feared to look up lest she should 
relent, for excitement was ebbing fast, and a flood of 
regretful recollections rising in her heart. 

^^ I did not expect that reproach from you,** Gabriel 
answered, taking courage fit>m the signs he saw. " Do 
you remember, when my father gave you to me, how 
indignantly I rejected the gift, and promised that in my 
tij9B you should be as sacred as either of those poor 
girls ? Have I not kept my word, Milly ? ** 

*^ Yes I O yes I ** she said, with trembling lips, and 
eyes she dared not lift, they were so full of grateful tears. 
Carefully steadying her traitorous voice, she added, earn- 
estly, " Master Gabriel 1 I do remember, and Fve tried 
all day to save you, but you wouldn't go. I will trust 
your word, and do my best to help the ladieS| if they'O 
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promise to free ns all to-morrow, and yon will leave the 
island at once. Mose will let joa pass ; for that hand- 
kerchief was dropped to tell him that you were abroad^ 
and were to be got off against your will, if yon wouldn't 
go quietly. Both he and Andy will save you for my 
sake ; the others won% because they don't know you as 
we do. Please go, Master Gabriel, before it is too late.'* 

«No, I shall stay. What would you think of me, if I 
deserted these helpless women in such danger, to save 
myself at their expense? I cannot quite trust you, 
Milly, after treachery like this." 

^ Who taught us to be treacherous, and left us nothing 
but our own cunning to help ourselves with?** 

The first part of Gabriers speech made the last less 
hard to bear; and Mill/s question was put in a tone that 
was more apologetic than accusatory, for Gabriel cared 
what she thought of him, and that speech comlbrted her. 

"Not I, Milly; but let the sins of the dead rest, and 
tell me if you will not help my mother and Grace and 
Clara off, instead of me? The promise will be all the 
sooner and the better kept, or, if it oomes too late, I 
shall be the only and the fittest person to pay the 
penalty." 

Milly's face darkened, and she turned away with an 
expression of keen disappointment Mrs. Butler and her 
daughters had restrained their lamentations to listen ; but 
at the sound of Grabriers proposal, the sisters ran to 
Milly, and, clinging about her knees, implored her to 
pity, forgive, and save them. Well for them that they 
did so ; for Milly felt as if many degradations were can- 
celled by that act, and, as she saw her young mistresses 
at her feet, the sense of power soothed her sore heart, 
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and added the grace of generosi^ to the da^ of forgive 
nese. She did not epeak^ yet she did not denj theii 
prayer^ and stood wavering between doubt and desire as 
the &tefiil moments rapidly flew by ; Gabriel remembered 
that, and, taking her hand, said, in a voice whose earnest* 
ness was perilously persuasive to the poor girPs ear, — 

«« Milly, you said there was no hope for us unless God 
turned against you. I think He has, and, speaking 
through that generous heart of yours* pleads for us better 
than we can plead for ourselves. It is so beautiful to 
pity, so magnanimous to forgive; and the greater the 
wrong, the more pardon humbles the transgressor and 
ennobles the bestower. Dear Milly, spare these poor 
girb as you have been spared ; prove yourself the truer 
woman, the nobler mistress ; teach them a lesson which 
they never can forget, and sweeten your liberty with the 
memory of this act.*' 

Milly listened still with downcast eyes and averted 
face, but every word went straight to her heart, soothing, 
strengthening, inspiring all that was best and bravest in 
that poor heart, so passionate, and yet so warm and 
womanly withal. No man had ever spoken to her before 
of magnanimity, of proving herself superior to those 
who had shown no mercy to her faults, accorded no 
praise to her virtues, nor lightened a hard servitude 
with any touch of friendliness. No man had ever looked 
into her face before with eyes in which admiration for 
her beauty was mingled with pity for her helpless woman- 
hood ; and, better than all, no man, old or young, had 
ever until now recognized in her a fellow-creature, bom 
to the same rights, gifled with the same powers, and 
capable of the same sufferings and sacrifices as himsel£ 
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That toodied and won ber ; that appealed to the Bpiril 
which liyes through all oppression in the lowest of Qod*B 
children ; and through all her frame there went a glow 
cf wannth and joj, as if some strongs kind hand had 
Kfied her from the gloom of a desolate despair into the 
ianshine of a happier world. Her eye wandered toward 
the &ceB of dead master, conquered mistress, and dark- 
ened as it looked ; passed to the pale girls still clinging 
to her skirts, and softened visibly ; was lifted to Gabriel, 
and kindled with the new-bom desire to prove herself 
worthy of the confidence which would be her best re- 
ward. A smile broke beautifully across her face, and 
her lips were parted to reply, when Mrs. Butler, who 
sat trembling behind her, cried, in a shriU, imploring 
whisper, — 

*^ Remember all Fve done for you, Milly, all I still 
have it in my power to do. I promise to free you, if you 
will only save us now. Be merciful, for your old 
iouister^s sake, if not for mine." 

The sound of that querulous voice seemed to sting 
Milly like a lash, threatening to undo all Gabriers work. 
Her eye grew fiery again, her mouth hard, her face bitp 
terly scornful, as she said, with a glance which her mis- 
tress never forgot, — 

«* Fm not likely to forget all youVe done for me ; 1 
would not accept my liberty from yon if you could give 
it ; and if a word of mine could save you, Fd not say 
it for old master's sake, much less for yours.** 

With a warning gesture to his mother, Gabriel turned 
that defiant face toward himself, and holding it firmly 
yet gently between his hands, bent on it a look that 
allayed the rising storm by the magic of a power which 
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the young man had never used till now^ though consekmc 
of possessing it, — for Millj's tell-tale countenance had 
betrayed her secret long ago. As he looked deep into 
her eyes, with a glance which was both commanding and 
compassionate, they first fell with sudden shame, then, 
as if controlled by the power of those other eyes, they 
rose again and met them with a sad sincerity that made 
their beauty tragical, as they filled slowly till two great 
tears rolled down her cheeks, wetting the hands that 
touched them; and when Gabriel said, softly, ^^For 
my sake you will save us?** she straightway answered, 
"Yes.'* 

"Ood bless you, Milly I Now tell me how I am to 
help you, for time is going, and lives hang on the 
minutes.*' 

He released her as he spoke; and, though she stiO 
looked at him as if he were the one saving power of her 
thwarted life, she answered, pleadingly, — 

" Hush, Master Gabriel I please don't speak to me, foi 
then I only feel, — now I must think." 

How still tbe room grew as they waited I The pres- 
ence of death was less solemn than that of fear, for the 
dead seemed forgotten, and the living all unconscious of 
the awesome contrast between the pale expectancy of 
their panic-stricken faces and the repose of that one un- 
troubled countenance. How suddenly the night grew 
full of ominous sounds! How intently all eyes were 
fixed upon the beautiful woman who stood among them 
hoUling their lives in her hands, and how they started, 
when, through the hush, came a sofl chime as the half* 
hour struck I Milly heard and answered that silvery 
sound as the anxious wavchers would have had her : 
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^ It ean be done," she said, in a tone which carried 
hope to every heart *' It can be done, but I most do it 
alone, for I can paab Moae and get Audj across the river 
without their suspecting that Tm going for help* Yon 
must staj here and do your best to guard the ladies^ 
Master Gabriel ; it won't be safe for any of you to go 
now.** 

*^ But, Milly, the boys may not wait till twelve, or you 
may be delayed, and then we are lost.'' 

*^ I have thought of that ; and as I go out FlI take old 
Sandra with me ; she'll understand in a minute. Shell 
go down to the mill and talk to them and keep them, if 
anything can do it, for they love and fear her more than 
any one on the island. Be quiet, trust to me, and I'll 
save you, Master Gabriel.*' 

He silently held out his hand, as if pledging his word 
to obey and trust. With the warmth and. grace of her 
impulsive temperament, Milly bent her head, laid her 
cheek against that friendly hand, wet it with grateful 
tears, kissed it with loving lips, and went her way, feel- 
ing as if all things were possible to her for Gabriel's 
sake. 

Listening breathlessly, they heard her foot-falls die 
away, heard Sandra's \oioe below, a short parley with 
Mose, then watched the old woman and the young depart 
in opposite directions, leaving them to feel the bittemeas 
of dependence in a strange, stem fashion, which they had 
never thought to know. Man-like, Gabriel could not long 
stand idle while danger menaced and women faced it for 
him. Anxious to take such precautions as might hold 
the expected assailants at bay, even for a moment, he 
bade his mother and sisters remain quiet, that no su» 
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pidon mig^t be exdtod, and crept down to test the cap*> 
bilities of the house to withstand a diort siege, if other 
hopes failed. The slight, many-doored and windowed 
mansion, bnilt for a brief occupancy when the winter 
months rendered the region habitable for whites, was but 
ill-prepared to repel any attack; and a hasty survey 
convinced Gabriel that it was both haeardous and vain 
to attempt a barricade which a few strong arms could 
instantly destroy. As he stood disheartened, unarmed, 
and alone in the long hall, dimly lighted by the lamp he 
carried, a sense of utter desolation came over him, 
dampening his courage, and oppressing his mind witli the 
dreariest forebodings. Thinking of the many true hearts 
and stout arms far away there at the North, which would 
have come to his aid so readily could hb need have been 
known, he yearned for a single friend, a single weapon, 
that ho might conquer or die like a man. And both 
were given him. 

Pausing before a door that opened out upon the rear 
of the house, his eye caught sight of a heavy whip, whose 
loaded handle had felled men before now, and might 
ear ily do so again, if wielded by a strong arm. He took 
it down, saying to himself, ^^ It is the first time I ever 
touched the accursed thing ; God grant that it may be 
the last.'' A low sound behind him caused the blood 
to (hill an instant in his veins, then to rush on with a 
quicker flow, as, poising the weapon in one hand, he 
lifted the lamp above his head, and searched the gloom. 
Far at the other end of the long hall a dark figure crept 
along, and a pair of glittering eyes were fixed upon his 
own. ^^Couie on; Fm ready,*' he said, steadily, and 
was answered by the patter of n^id steps, the sight of 
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an UTMxpected ailj, as a great black hound came leiqping 
apon him in a rapture of canine delight. Old Mort had 
been the fiercest, most efficient bbod-hound on the island ; 
and still, in spite of age, was a formidable beast, readj 
to track or assault a negro, and pull him down or throt* 
de him, at word of command. He had been his poe- 
■essor^s &yorite tin Gabriel came ; then he deserted the 
old master for the joung, and was always left at large 
when he was at home. Mort had been missing all day, 
and now the rope trailing behind him was sufficient evi* 
deuce that he had been decoyed away, lest his Tigilanoe 
should warn his master, and that, having freed himself^ 
he had stokn home, to lie concealed till night and his 
master^s presence reassured him. 

As the great creature reared himself before the young 
man, with a paw on either shoulder, and looked into his 
face with eyes that seemed almost human in their intelli- 
gent affection, Gabriel dropped the whip, put down the 
lamp, and caressed the hound with an almost boyish 
gratitude and fondness ; for, with the sense of security 
this powerful ally brought, there came a remorseful 
memory, that, though the possessor of two hundred 
human beings, he had no friend but a dog. At this 
point Mort suddenly pricked up his ears, slipped frt>m 
Ids master's hold, and snuffed suspiciously at the closed 
door. Some one was evidently without, and the crea- 
ture's keen soent detected the unseen listener. With a 
noiseless command to the dog to keep quiet, Gabriel 
caught up his only weapon, and stood waitii^g for wbat> 
ever demonstration should follow. None came; and 
presently Mort returned to him with a sagacious glance 
and a ideepy yawn, sure evidences that Mose had paused! 
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a moment in his immd, and bad gone on again* Big 
Mo0e was, with one exoeption, the strongest, most rebel- 
lions slave on the place ; and though Gabriel had longed 
to rush out and attack him, he had not dared to try it, 
for his strength was as a child's compared tn the stalwart 
daire's. Now, with Mort to help him, the thmg was 
powible ; and as he stood there, with onlj a door be- 
tween him and the man who had sworn to take his life, 
a strange consdonsness of power came to him ; his mn» 
des seemed to grow firm as iron, his blood flowed calm 
and cool, and in his mmd there rose a purpose, deeper^ 
atelj simple, jet wise, despite its seeming rashness. Ue 
would master Mose, and, leaving Mort to guard him^ 
would go down to the mill, and, if both Sandra's and 
his own appeals and promises proved unavailing, would 
give himself up, hoping that his death or torture would 
delay the doom of those defenceless women, and give 
MiUj time to bring them better help than any he oould 
give. Some atonement must be made, he thought, and 
perhaps innocent blood would wash the black stain from 
his father's memory better than the deed he had hoped 
to do in that father's name on the morrow. He had held 
a precious opportunity in his hands, had delayed through 
a mistaken kindness ; now it was lost, perhaps forever, 
and he must pay the costly price which God exacts of 
those who palter with their consciences. As the thought 
came, and the purpose grew, it brought with it that high 
courage, that entire self-abnegation which we call hero- 
ism ; and that fateful moment made Gabriel a man. 

A word, a gesture, put the dog upon his mettle ; then 
cutting away the long rope, Gabriel threw it over his 
arm, unbarred the door, set it ajar, and, standing behind 
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h, widi die hound under his hand, he waited for Moee 
to make his round. Soon Mortis restless ears gave token 
of his approach ; and, as the stealthy steps came stealing 
on, he was with difficulty restrained ; fbr now instind 
showed him danger, and he was as eager as his mapter 
to he up and doing. The streak of light attracted the 
man's eye. He paused, drew nearer, listened; theo 
softly pushed the door open, and leaned in to reconnoi* 
tro. That instant Mort was on him, a heavy blow half 
stunned him, and, before his scattered wits could be col* 
lected, he was down, his hands fast bound, and both 
master and dog standing over him panting, but unhurt. 

^* Now, Mose, if you want to save your life, be still, 
and answer my questions truly,** said Gabriel, with one 
hand on the man's throat, the other holding back Mort, 
whose tawny eye was savage now. *^ I know your plot« 
and have found means to spoil it. How do you think 
Tm going to punish you all?** 

(( Dun'no, massa," muttered Mose, with a grim resign 
nation to any fate. 

<« I'm going to free every man, woman, and child 00 
the ishmd, and fling that devilish thing into the river,** 
he said, as he spumed the whip with his foot. 

An incredulous look and derisive grin was the only 
thanks and answer he received. 

^* Ton don't believe it ? WeU, who can blame yon, poor 
soul? Not I. Now tell me how many men are on tho 
watch between here and the rice-mill?" Gabi-iel spoke 
f^ith a flaph of the eye and a sudden deepening of the 
voice ; for both indignation and excitement stirred hini. 
The look, the tone, did more to convince Mose than a 
flood of words ; for he had learned to try men by teste 
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of hia own, and liad more &ith in the promises of theif 
bees tliaa those of their tongues. Moi-e respecifiiUy, 
he said, — 

*^ No one, 'sides me, massa. Andy's at de landin', 
and de rest at de mill 'oeptin' dem as isn't in de secret." 

" Mind, no lies, Mose, or your free papers will be the 
test I siga to-morrow. Get up, and come quietly with 
me ; for if you tiy to run, Mart will pin you. Fm going 
to the mill, and want you safely under lock and key first.** 

^^ Is massa gwine alone?" asked Mose, glancing about 
him, for Gabriel spoke as if he had a score of men at 
his command. 

•* Yes, I'm going alone ; why not? " 

^' Massa knows dere's fifty of de boys dar sworn to 
kill him, if Miliy don't git him 'way 'fore dey comes up?" 

*^ I know, and Milly's done her best to get me off, but 
I'd rather stay ; Fm not afraid." 

Gabriel's blood was up now : danger had no terrori 
for him ; and, beyond the excitement of the moment, hia 
purpose lent him a calm courage which impressed the 
slave as something superhuman. Like one in a mase of 
doubt and fear, he obediently followed his master to aa 
out-house, where, binding feet as well as hands, Gabriel 
kft him with the promise and the warning, — 

^^ Sit here till I come to let you out a free man, if I 
lire to do it. Don't stir nor call, for Mort will be at the 
door to silence you and howl for me, if you try any 
tricks. I'll not keep you long, if I can help it." 

The slave only stared dumbly at him, incapable of 
receiving the vast idea of liberty, pardon, and kindness 
all at once ; and bidding Mort guard both prisoner and 
kouse, Gabriel stole along the path that woimd awi^ 
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throu|^ grove and garden to the rice-mill, where so man^ 
fates were soon to be decided* As he went he glanced 
from earth to skj, and found propitious omens eveiy- 
where. No flowery thicket concealed a lurking foe to 
dutch at him in the dark ; but the fragrance of troddea 
grass, the dewy touch of leaves against his cheek, thr 
peaceful nightpsounds that surrounded him, gave him 
strange comfort and encouragement ; for when his fellow* 
creatures had deserted, Nature took him to her motherly 
heart. From above, fitful glimpses of the moon guided 
him on his perilous way ; for the wind had changed, the 
black clouds were driving seaward, and the storm was 
passing without either thunderbolt or hurricane. Coming, 
at length, within sight of the half-ruined mill, he paused 
to reconnoitre* Through chinks in the rude walls a dim 
light shone, muffled voices rose and fell ; and once there 
was a hoarse sound, as of a half-uttered shout. Creeping 
warily to a dark nook among the ruins, Gabriel made his 
way to a crevice in an inner wall, and, looking through 
it, saw a sight little fitted to reassure him, either as a 
master or a man* 

The long, low-raflered portion of the mill, which once 
had been the threshing-fioor, was now lighted by the red 
glare of several torches, which filled the place with weird 
shadows, and sudden glimpses of objects that seemed the 
more mysterious or terrible for being but half seen. In 
one corner, under a coarse covering, something lay stark 
and still ; a clenched hand was visible, and several locks 
of light hair dabbled with blood, but nothing more. Fifty 
men, old and young, of all shades of color, aU ^rpes of 
their unhappy race, stood or sat about three, who evi- 
dently were the leaders of the league. One, a young 
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naan, so fidr that the red lines across his shoulders looked 
dottblj barbarous there, was half-kneeling, and steadilj 
filing at a diain that held his feet together as his hands 
had been held till some patient friend had freed them, 
and left him to finish the slow task. He worked so 
eagerlj that the drops stood thick upon his haggard fiuse, 
and his scarred chest heaved with his painful breath ; for 
this was the Tony who was too much cut up with his 
last whipping to run on Mrs. Butler^s errand, but not too 
feeble to strike a blow for liberty. The second man was 
as near an animal as a human creature could become, 
and jet be cecognixed as such. A burly, hrutal-looking 
negro, mab^ied and distorted by every cruelty that could 
be invented or inflicted, he was a sight to daunt the 
stoutest hes«<i, as he sat sharpening the knife which had 
often threaf'tiied him in the overseer^s hand, and was 
still red wilh Uie orerseer's blood. 

Standing erect between the two, and in striking con- 
trast to them, was a gigantic man, with a fine, dark face, 
a noble head, and the limbs of an ebony Hercules. A 
native African, from one of those tribes whose wills are 
never broken, — who can be subdued by kindness, but 
who often kill themselves rather than suffer the degrada* 
tion of the lash. No one had dared to subject him to 
that chastisement, as was proved by the umnarred smooth* 
ness of the muscular body, bare to the waist ; but lound 
his neck was riveted an iron collar, with four curved 
spikes. It was a shameful badge of serfdom ; it pre- 
vented him from lying down, it galled him with its cease- 
less chafing, yet he wore it with an air which would have 
made the hideous necklace seem some barbaric ornament, 
if that had been possible ; and faced the excited crowd 
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wUh » natiTe dignity which nothing ooqU deitroj, and 
which proT^ him their master in intelligence, as well as 
strength and courage. 

Before them all, yet lifted a little aboTe them by her po- 
sition on a &llen fragment of the roof, stood old Cassan* 
dnu A tally gaunt woman, with a countenance which age^ 
in making venerable, had not robbed of its vigor ; her 
sightless eyes were wide open with a weird effect of see- 
ing without sight, and her high white turban, her long 
staff, and the involuntary tremor of her shrivelled hands, 
gave her the air of some ancient sorceress or priestess, 
bearing her part in some heathen rite. The mi^estic- 
looking slave with the collar had apparently been speak- 
ing, for his face was turned toward her, and his dark 
features were still alive with the emotions which had just 
found vent in words. As Gabriel looked, old Sandra 
struck the floor with her staff, as if commanding silence ; 
and, as the stir of some momentary outbreak subsided, 
she said, in a strong voice, which rose and fell in a sort 
of solemn chant as her earnestness increased and her 
listeners grew obedient to its spell, -— 

(« Chil'en, Fse heerd yer plans, — now I wants ter len' 
a han* and help you in dis hour of tribbleation. You's 
killed oberseer Neal, and d'rectly you's all gwine up ter 
de house to kill massa, missis and de young folks. Now 
what's you gwine to do dat fer? and what's dey eber 
done bad nuf ter make you willin' ter fro 'way yer souls 
knight?'' 

^^ Ease we can't b'ar no more." ^^ Old massa hunted 
my boy wid hounds and dey tore him ter def." ** He 
sold my chil'en and drove Bachel crazy wid de partin'." 
*' Old missis had my pore girl whipped kase she was too 
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ddL ter stan' and dress her" ^^ Massa Gabriel may be 
harder dan da ole one, and we's tired ob hell/' 

These, and many another short, stem answer, came 
lo Sandra's question ; she expected them, was ready to 
meet them, and knew how best to reach the outraged 
hearts now hungering for vengeance. Her weU-knowa 
afflictions, her patience, her piety, gave a certain sanctity 
to her presence, great weight to her words, and an 
almost marvellous power to her influence over her own 
people, who believed her to be half saint, half seer. She 
felt her power, and, guided by an instinct that seldom 
&iled, she used it wisely in this perilous hour, remem* 
bering that her listeners, though men in their passions, 
were children in their feelings. 

«« You pore boys, I knows de troof ob all dat, and Fse 
had my trubbles hard and heavy as you has, but Tse 
learnt to fergib 'em, and dey don't hurt now. Ole massa 
bought me thirty year* ago 'way from all I keered fer, 
and Fse slaved fer him widont no t'anks, no wages, cber 
since ; but I'se fergived him dat« He sole my chil'en, 
all ten ; my boys up de riber, my perty little girls down 
to Orleans, and bringed up his chil'en on de money ; dal 
come bery hard, but de Lord helped me, and I fergived 
him dat. He shot my ole Ben kase he couldn't whip me 
hisself, nor stan' by and see it done ; dat mos' broke my 
heart, but in de end I foun' I could fergib him one time 
more. He made me nuss him when de fever come and 
every one was 'fraid ob him ; de long watchin', de hard 
work and de cryin' fer my chil'en made me bline at last ; 
but I fergived him dat right hearty, fer though dey took 
my eyes away dey couldn't bline my soul, and in de 
darkness I Lab seen de Lord." 
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Hm trathy the pathoBi the deTOOl assanuioe of her 
wiodBj in yr e we d and oontzolled the Bympftthetic ere** 
tores to whom she spoke, as no reproach or denunciation 
would have done. A mnnnnr went throng^ the crowd, 
and more than one sayage face lost something of its hm- 
talitj, gained something of its former sad patience, aa 
the old woman touched, with wondrous skill, the chorda 
that still made music in these toied and tempted hearts. 

^ Yes, chil'en, I hah seen de Lord, and He has made de 
night into day fer me, has held me up in all mj truhbles, 
lole me to hole fas' by Him, and promised He would 
bring me safe ter glory. Fse fiuth ter feel He will, and 
while I wait, Tse savin* up my soul fer Him. Boys, He 
says de same to you froo me ; He says hole ias*, b'ar all 
dsA's sent, beleebe in Him, and wait the coming ob de 
Lord.** 

*^ We's done tired arwaitin', de Lord's so bery long a 
comin', Sandra." 

It was a weary, hopeless voice that answered, as aa 
old man shook his white head and lifted up the dim eyes 
that for eighty years had watched in vain. 

** It^s you dat's long a-comin' ter Him, Undo Dave, 
but He ain't tired ob waitin' for yer. De places dar in 
heaven is all ready, de shinin' gowns, de harps ob gole, 
de eberlastin' glory, and de peace. No rice-swamps dar, 
no sugar-mills, no cotton-fields, no houn's, no oberseer, 
ao massa but de blessed Lord. Bar's yer chil'en. Uncle 
Dave, growed beautiful white angels, and arwaitin' till 
jrer comes. Bar's yer wife, Pete, wid no lashes on her 
back, no sobbin' in her heart, a-waiting fer yer, anxious. 
Dar's yer fader, Jake ; he don't need no proppin' now, 
and he'll run to meet yer when yer comes. Dar's yei 
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pore Bister Bachel, Ned ; she aiii*t crjing fer baby now , 
de Lord's got her in de boiler ob His han% and she's 
a-waitin' fer de litde one and you to come. Dar^s my 
Ben, my chiren all saved np for me, and when I comes 
111 see 'em waitin' fer me at de door. But, best ob all, 
dar*s de dear Lord waitin' fer us ; He's holdin' out his 
arms. He's beckonln' all de while. He's sayin', in dat loTin* 
voioe ob His, ^I sees yer sorrows, my pore chil'en, I 
hears yer sobbin' and yer prayers, I fergives yer sins, ( 
knows yer won't 'spoint me ob dese yere fifty precious 
souls, and I'se a-waitin', waitin', waitin' fer yer alL' " 

Strange fervor was in the woman's darkened fiu», 
strange eloquence in her aged voice, strange power in 
the persuasive gestures of her withered hands out- 
stretched above them, warning, pleading, beckoning, 
as if, ic iruth, the Lord spoke through her, illuminat- 
ing that poor place with the light of His divine compas- 
sion, the promises of His divine salvation. A dead 
silence followed as the last yearning cadence of the one 
voice rose, fell, and died away. Sandra let the strong 
contrast between the here and the hereafter make its 
due impression, then broke the silence, saying briefly, 
solemnly, — 

*^ Boys, de Lord has spared yer one great sin dis ni^ ; 
ole massa 's dead." 

«< Glory be to God, amen 1 " «^ Halleluyer I dat I'se 
hbed ter see dis happy day I " ^* De Debbie's got him, 
shore I " ^^ Don't give up de chance, boys ; young massa 
and de missis is lef ' for us." 

Such exclamations of gratitude, joy, and revenge, were 
the only demonstration which the news produced, and, 
mingling with them, a gust of ^ind came sweeping 
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Uurougli the mOl, as if nature gave a long sigh of relief 
Ifaat another tyrant had ceased to blight and burden her 
fair domain. Sandra's qnick ear caught the last words, 
and a deep oath or two, as several men rose with the 
ileroe lire rekindling in their eyes. 

^'Tesl'* she cried, in a tone that held them even 
against their wiU, — ^^yes, young massa's lef' ; but not 
to die, for if yer gives up your chance of danmation 
dis night, you'll all be free to-morrer. He's promised 
it ; he'll do it, and derell bo no blood but dat bad man's 
yonder, to cry from de groun', and b'ar witness 'ginst 
yer at de Judgment-Day." 

^^Freel to-morrerl Who's gwine to blieve dat, 
Sandra? We's been tole such stories often; but de 
morrer^s never come, and now we's gwine to bring 
one for ourselves." 

The gigantic man with the spiked collar on his neck 
said that, with a smile of grim determination, as he took 
up the iron bar, which in his desperate hands became a 
terribly formidable weapon. 

A low growl, as of muttering thunder, answered him, 
and Sandra's heart sunk within her. But one hope 
remained ; and, des|>erately clinging to it, she found that 
even in these betrayed, benighted creatures there still 
lived a sense of honor, a loyalty to truth, bom of the 
manhood God had given them, the gratitude which one 
man had inspired. 

^* Hear me, jes once more, 'fore yer goes, boys. TeU 
me, what has young massa done ter make yer want his 
blood? Has he ever lashed yer, kicked, and cussed yer? 
Has he sole jer chiFren, 'bused yer wives, or took yer 
ole folks from yer? Has he done anything but try to 
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make ole massa kinder, to do hb beet fer oe while We 
liere ; and when he can't do nor b'ar no more, don't he 
go 'way to pray de Lord ter help ue fer His sake? " 

Not a voice answered ; not one complaint, accusation, 
or reproach was made, and Prince, the fierce leader of 
the insurrection, paused, with his foot upon the threshold 
of the door ; for a grateful memory confronted and ar- 
rested him. One little daughter, the last of many chil- 
dren, had been taken firom him to be sold, when Gabriel^ 
moved by his despair, had bought and fireed and given 
her back to him, with the promise that she never should 
be torn from him again. For an instant ihe clasp of 
little clinging arms seemed to make the sore chafing of 
the iron ring unfelt ; the touch of the hand that gave 
the precious gift now made that rude weapon weigh 
heavily in his own, and from the darkness which lay 
between him and the doomed home there seemed to rise 
the shadow of the face which once had looked compas- 
sionately into his and recognised him as a man. He 
turned, and, standing with his magnificent yet mournful 
figure fully revealed by the red fiicker of the torches, 
put out one hand as if to withhold the desperate crowd 
before him, and asked, with an air of authority which 
well became a prince by birth as well as name, -^ 

** Sandra, who tole you massa meant ter free us right 
away? You has blessed dreams sometimes, and maybe 
dis is one ob 'em. It's too good to bo dc troof." 

** It is de troof, de livin' troof, and no dream ob mine 
was eber half so blessed as dis yere will be, if we has 
(aith. Milly tole me jes now dat Massa Gabriel swore 
before de Lord and his dead father dat he'd free us all 
ter-morrer ; and I come here ter save yer from de sin dat 
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won't he^, bat hinder jer awful in dis wor14 and de 
next. Dere's more good news 'sides dat. I heerd 'em 
talkxn' 'bout de Norf. It's risin', boys, it's risin' I -de 
tings we's heerd is shore, and de day ob jubilee is oomiu' 
fiw'.'* 

it was weU she added that last hope, for its effect wan 
wonderful. Men lifted up their heads, hope quenched 
hatred in eyes that grew joyfully expectant, and for a 
moment the black sky seemed to glimmer with the first 
rays of the North star which should lead them up from 
that Dismal Swamp to a goodly land. Sandra felt the 
change, knew that only one more effective touch was 
needed to secure the victory, and, like ihe pious soul 
she was, turned in her hour of need to the only Friend 
who never had deserted her. Painfully bending her stiff 
knees, she knelt down before them, folded her hard 
hands, lifted her sightless eyes, and cried, in an agony 
of supplication, — 

*^ Dear Lord, speak to dese yere pore chil'en, fer Fse 
done my bes' I Help 'em, save 'em, don't let 'em spile 
de freedom dat's comin' by a sin like dis to-night, but let 
'em take it sweet and dean from Thy ban' in de momin'. 
Stan' by young massa, hole him up, don't let him 'spoint 
us, fer we'se ben bery patient, Lord ; and help us to 
wait one night more, shore dat he'll keep de promise for 
Thy blessed sake." 

"I Willi" 

The voice rang through the place like a voice from 
heaven ; and ont fit>m the darkness Gabriel came among 
them. To their startled, superstitious eyes he seemed no 
mortal man, but a beautiful, benignant angel, bringing 
tidings of great joy, as he stood there, anned with M 
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weapon bat a righteouB purpose, gifted with no eI<Hiueiioe 
but the tmth, Btirred to his hearths core hj strong emotion, 
and lifted above himself hj the high mood bom of thai 
memorable hour 

** My people I mine onlj while I speak ; break np joor 
league, lay down jonr arms, dry your tears, and forgive 
as yon are forgiven, for this island no longer holds a 
master or a slave ; but all are free forever and forever.** 

An awful silence fell upon the place, unbroken till old 
Sandra cried, with a glad, triumphant voice, — 

^* ChO'en I de Lord hab heerd, de Lord hab answered I 
Bless de Lord! O bless de Lord I '' 

Then, as a strong wind bows a field of grain, the 
breath of liberty swept over fifty souls, and down upon 
their knees fell fifty free men, while a great cry went up 
to heaven. Shouts, sobs, prayers and praises ; the clash 
of falling arms ; the rattle of fetters wrenched away ; 
the rush of men gathered to each other's breasts, — sU 
added to the wild abandonment of a happiness too mighty 
for adequate expression, as that wave of gratitude and 
love rolled up and broke at Gabriel's feet. With face 
hidden in his hands he stood ; and while his heart sung 
for joy, tears from the deepest fountains of a man's 
repentant spirit fitly baptised the freedmen, who, clinging 
to his garments, kissing his feet and pouring blessings on 
his head, bestowed upon him a far nobler inheritance 
than that which he had lost. 

« Hark I •* 

The word, and Sandra's uplifted hand, hashed the 
tumultuous thanksgiving, as if she were in truth the 
magician they believed her. A far-off murmur of many 
voices, the tramp of many feet was heard; all knew 
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wh&t it portended, yet none trembled, none fled ; for » 
mightier power than either force or fear had oonqaered, 
and the yictory was already won* 

Through widening rifU in the slormj Aj the moon 
broke dear and calm, fading, like a visible benediction, 
from the young man's bent head to the dusky fiuses lifted 
toward the promised light ; and in that momentary hush, 
aolenm and sweet, across the river a distant dock struck 
twdve. 
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